



IK>RHWORD 

THE READERS LiKtARY inftoduces to 
its tniHfetwM of patrons a carefully selected 
list of the world's most famous boc^r 
This Lit>rary nas been made possible by 
the use of the most modem methods 
incorporated in the art of mass book 
production. 

The sales have, so far, more than 
exceeded the wildest estimates of THE 
READERS LIBRARY PUBLISHING CO., 
Ltd., an(| copies are to be found in 
thousands of homes in every part of our 
Great Empire. 

Every book is most carefully chosen, 
and a short biographical and bibli(^aph- 
ical note on the author and his works iy 
appended to each volume. 



THE GREENE 
MURDER CASE 


RY 

S. S. VAlif DINE 

Author of " The Canary Murder Case,** " The 
Bemon Murder Case,'^ etr^ 



THE READERS LIBRARY 
PUBLISHING COMrtVNY LTD. 

' lo GREAT QUEEN STREET 
KINGSWAY. LONDC»4^ W.Cft 





BRITISH MANUPAGTURR 


{AU Rights Reserve^ 

433 


Printed and Boimdln Great Britain by 
Greycaino UmiMU Vatiordla Herta* 



READERS LIBRARY 

Over Two Bundred TUlet. Abbreviated Lisi 


TORKB MEN ON THE BUM- 

MEL Jerome K. Jerome 

THE IDLE THOUGHTS OF AN 
IDLE FELLOW Jerome K. Jerome 
ANTHONY JOHN 

Jerome E. Jerome 
ALLAN QUATERMAIN 

Sir H. Rider Haggard 
MADAME BUTTERFLY 

John Lather Long 
ELEGANT EDWARD 

Edgar Wallace 
LORNADOONE R. D. Blackmoro 
THE LIMPING MAN 

Franele D. Qrieraon 
SECRET JUDGES 

D. Grierson 

STUDENT PRINCE 

W. Meyer Forster 
ADRIFT IN THE PACIFIC 

Jules Verne 

20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE 
• SEA Jules Verne 

RNN^ KARENINA Leo To1st(»y 
RESURRECTION Leo Tolstoy 
THE COSSACKS Leo Tolstoy 
LAUGHING QUEEN (Cleopatra) 
E. Barrington 
UNCLE TOM’S CABIN 

H. Beeeh^ Stawo 
BELLA DONNA Rf)bert Hichena 
DANGEROUS LOVE 
William 0. Slone & H. Fowler Mcar 
THE LOVES OF AN ACTRESS 
Baroness von llutten 
PAM Burouoss von llutten 

HONEYMOON HATE 

A. M. WflliamsoQ 
'HOUSE OF ROTHSCHILD 

L. A. Browne 
SMOKE DELLEW Jack Lrmdon 
SHOW GIRL J. V. McEvoy 
BEN HUR Lew Wallaoo 

THE SAINT OF THE 
SPEEDWAY Ridgwell CuUom 
THE HEART OP UNAGA 

Ridgwell Onllum 
THE IRON STAIR “Rita” 
RIO RITA Harry Sinclair Dnmo 
THE handprint MYSTERY 
_ Sydney Fowler 

THE SINEWS OF WAR 
Arnold Bennett A Eden RhUlpotte 
SOMEONE TO LOVE ^ 

Vernio E. Connelly 
HARRY LORREQUER Lever 
MOTHER KNOWS BEST 
_ Edna Ferber 

BONS OF THE SEAA.M.E. Wright 


TRADER HORN A. Aloyslna Horn 
THE ATTACK ON THE MILL 
Emile ZoUi 

LIGHT FREIGHTS W. W. Jacobs 
MANY CARGOES W. W. Jacobs 
LES MIS^E^kBLES (Film Edition) 
•' • Victor Hugo 

THE LAST DAY OP A CON- 
DEMNED MAN Victor Hugo 
THE TIME MACHINE 

H. G. Wells 

THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAU 
H. G. WeUt' 
LOVE Elinor Glys 

THE MYSTERY OF THE 
YELLOW ROOM Gaston LeronR 
THE FLEET’S INI K. Holman 
TERROR AT STAUP8 HOUSE 
Frank King 

LONDON AFTER MIDNIGHT 
Mario Cuondge-Kask 
BLONDE TROUBLE Rob Kdcn 
CORSICAN BROTHERS Dumas 
THE REAPING Rafael Sabatini 
THE BLOOD SHIP 

Norman Springer 
NOAH *S ARK Arlinc de Haas 
THE VIPER OP MILAN 

Marjorie Bowen 
THE PRICE OF LOVE AppUn 
THE GAT AND THE CANARY 
John Willard 
THE FIRST YEAR R. Alexander 
PASSION CONFESSED 

R. Alexander 
THE GLAD EYE Ranger GuU 
THE GOLDEN CLOWN 

I’uUe Rosenkranti 
THE WRECKER 

Alexander A Ridley 
THE RTGH l ^0 LOVE (Brook 
Evans) Susan Glaspell 

PASSION FRUIT (Sepia) 

Owen Rutter 

A GENTLEMAN OF PARIS 

Roy Horniinaa 

MARIGOLD 

Francis R. Pryor A L. Allen HarkeV 
THE INNOCENTS OF PARIS 
G. E. Andrews 
DAD’S GIRL Edna Robb Webster 
LITTLB WOMEN L. M. Alcotk 
PORTRAKT OF A MAN WITH 
RED HAIR Hugh Walpole 
FAITHFUL HEART 

D. Oi^ton Calthrop 
BENSON MURDER CASE 

B. 8. Van Dine 
ROMANCE Acton Davies 



'Fh* 'nysterious nmrder 
of ALVIN BENSON 


THE BENSON 
MURDER CASE 

by 

S. S. VAN DINE 

« The Newest and Greatest Mystery 
Writer in the World/' 


This story discusses circum- 
stantial evidence, a subject that 
has been very prominent of late. 


You will eoioy the dfM, dear- 
cut reaeoniiq; of Philo Vance 

ORDER YOUR COPY TO-DAY 

OBTAINABLE ONLY IN 
The READERS UBRARY 




EDITOR’S NOIB 


S. S. Van Dine— the newest and greatest mystery 
writer in the world— has adopted, as it were, a formula 
for the titles of several of his novels. Diis murder 
mystery is the third of the sequence to be pubh'shed in 
the Readeks Library. Together they form a series in 
which certain characters reappear. They are told by 
the same man — ^Van Dine himself. There is Markham 
0‘i^the District Attorney’s office, which acts, he says, as 
a kind of clearing house for people’s troubles ; and last, 
but not least, there is Philo Vance, the clever amateur 
detective. 

In this instance, the participation of Philo Vance 
is brought about by pure coincidence, whereas in " The 
Canary Murder Case" his activities were due to his 
own expressed desire to lend a hand, and in "The 
Benson Murder Case" it was the result of a dire^ 
cb,allenge from Markham. 

By mere accident, Philo Vance happened to be with 
Markham idien he was expecting a visit from Chester 
Greene. This leads Markham to give a rough outline 
of the case concerning whidi Greene is coming to see 
him. Vahee thinks that it offers several nice points of 
academic speculation, so he asks to be allowed to m- 
dulge his iffie whims* 

‘ The members of the Greene lamiiy, compriang 
Mrs. Greene, a widow, Sibella, a daughter, Chester and 
Rex, two sons, and Ada, an adopted dau^ter, all 



, EDITOR'S NOTE 


benefit under thfe will of old Tobias Greene, the father, 
who died about twelve years before the story opens* 
In the event of one of the family dying their share is 
again divided amongst the survivors. 

In the first ffw pages we find that Julia, the eldest 
daughter, Las bedn shot, presumably by a burglar who 
is after the family plate, and Ada has also been shot 
but has a chance of recovery. 

Tliis Van Dine book differs greatly from its pre- 
decessors for the tragedies continue after the in- 
vestigations have begu^i. The story grips you at the 
opening pages and becomes more and more baffling 
as it proceeds. It is almost impossible to solve the 
problem before the fmtd exposure of the culprit. 

The name S. S. Van Dine is, as we have already sa^fd 
in our Editorials to his previous books, a nom-de- 
plume. His enormous success as a detective mystery 
writer in the United States as well as hej?e has made 
him one of the most discussed novelists of the daj\ 
He has acquired such a complete technical knowledge 
of criminology and the ways of detectives in their 
elucidation of mysterious murders that his books read 
far more like true accounts of real crimes than works 
of fiction. 

This story has been turned into a w’onderfully 
dramatic picture by Paramount. It is one of the 
very best of its type that has ever been produced and 
the acting is excellent all round. 

William Powell and Jean Arthur are stars not only 
in name but in fac$. They both really shine in their 
respective parts find, in fact, th(? whole cast forms a 
brilliant constellation. 


The Editor. 
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The Greene Murder; Case 


Chapter I A Double Tragedy 

{Tuesday, November gth ; lo a.m.) 

It has long been a source of winder to me why the leading 
criminological writers — ^mcnlike Kdmund Lester Pearson, 
B. Irving, Filson Young, Canon Brookes, William 
Bolitho, and Harold Eaton — ^have not devoted more 
♦space to the Greene tragedy; for here, Surely, is one of 
the outstanding murder mysteries of modern times— 
case practically unique in the annals of latter-day crime. 
And yet I realize, as I read over my own voluminous 
notes on the case, and inspect the various documents 
relating to*it, how little of its inner history ever came to 
light, and how impossible it would be for even the most 
imaginative chronicler to fUl in the hiatuses. 

The world, of course, knows the external facts. For 
over a month the Press of two continents was filled with 
accounts of tliis appalling tragedy; and even the bare 
outline W'as sufficient to gratify the public's craving for 
the abnormal and the spectacular. But the inside story 
of the catastrophe surpassed even the wildest flights of 
public fancy; and, as 1 now sit down to divulge those 
facts for the first time, 1 am oppressed with a feeling akin 
to unreality, although 1 was a witness to most of them 
and hold in my possession the incontestable records of 
their actuality; 

Of the fiendish ingenuity which Jay behind this terrible 
crime, of the warped psychological motives that inspired 
it, and of the strange hidden sources of its technique, the 
world is completely ignorant. Moreover, no expiration 
has ever been given of the analytic steps that led to its 
solution. Nor have the events attending the mechamism 
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of that solution — events in themselves highly dramatic 
and unusual— ever been recounted. The public believes 
that the termination of the- case was a result of the usual 
police methods of investigation; but this is because the 
public is unaware of many of the vital factors of the 
crime itself, and because both the Police Department 
and the District •Attorney's ofl&ce havQ, as if by tacit 
agreement, infused to make known the entire truth — 
whether for fear of being disbelieved or merely because 
there are certain things so terrible that no man wishes to 
talk of them, 1 do not know. 

The record, therefore, which I am aboii,t to set down 
is the first complete and unedited history of the Greene 
holocaust.* I feel that n^w the truth should be known, 
for it is history, and one should not shrink from historical 
facts. Also, 1 believe that the credit for the solution of 
this case should go where it belongs. 

The man who elucidat^l the mystery and brought tQ, 
a close that palimpsest of horror was, curiously enough, 
in no way officially connected with the police; and in 
all the published accounts of the murder his name was 
not once mentioned. And yet, had it not been for him 
and his novel methods of criminal deduction, Mie heinous 
plot against tlie Greene family would liavc been con- 
clusively successful. I'he police in their researches w’ere 
dealing dogmatically with the evidential appearances of 
the crime, whereas the operations of the criminal were 
being conducted on a plane quite beyond the compre- 
hension of the ordinary investigator. 

This man who, after weeks ol sedulous and dishearten- 
ing analysis, eventually ferreted out the source of the 
horror, was a young social aristocrat, an intimate friend 
of John F.-X, Markham, the District Attorney. His 
name I am not at liberty to divulge, but for tlie purposes 
of these chronicles I liave chosen to call him Philo Vance. 
He is no longer in tliis country, having transferred his 
residence several years ago to a villa outside Florence; 
and, since he has iiD mtention of resuming to America, 
he has acceded to my request to publish the history of 
the criminal cases in which he participated as a sort of 

* It is, I hope, uimecessaiy for me to state that I have received official per- 
misaioa for my task. \ 
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amicus curia, Markham also has retired to private 
and Sergeant Ernest Heath, that doughty and honest 
officer of the Homicide Bureau who officially handled 
the Greene case for the Police Department, has, through 
an unexpected legacy, been able to gratify his life’s 
ambition to breed fancy Wyandottes on a model farm in 
the Mohawk Valley. Thus circun^t^ces have made it 
possible for me to publish my intimate records of the. 
Greene tragedy. 

A few words are necessary to explain my own participa- 
tion in the case. (I say “participation,” though, in 
reality,my role w^as that of passive spectator.) For several 
years 1 had been Vance’s personal attorney. I had 
resigned from my fatlier's law firm — Van Dine, Davis & 
Van Dine — in ordc^r to devote myself exclusively to 
Vance’s legal and linaiicial needs, which, by the w»ay, 
w’’erc not many. Vance and I had been frieiuls from our 
> undergraduate days at Harvard, and I found in my 
new duties as his legal agent and monetary stew^ard a 
sinecure combined with many social and cultural com- 
pensations. 

Vance at that time was thirty-four years old. He was 
just under six feet, slender, sinewy, and graceful. His 
chiselled regular features gave his face the attraction of 
strength and uniform modelling, but a sardonic coldness 
of expression precluded the designation of handsome. 
He had aloof grey eyes, a straight, slender nose, and a 
mouth sugg(?sting both cruelt^^ and ascetism. I5ut 
despite the severity of his lineaments — ^which acted like 
an impenetrable glass wall between him and his fellows — 
he w^as highly sensitive and mobile; and, though his 
manner w^as somewhat detached and supercilious, he 
exerted an undeniable fascination over those who knew 
him at all well. 

Much of his education had been acquired in Europe, 
and he still retained a slight Oxonian accent and intona- 
tion, though I happen to be a^are that this was no 
affectation: he car^ too little for the opii^ns of othem 
to trouble about maintaining any pose. He was an 
indefatigable student. His mind w*as eager for 
knowledge, and he devoted much of his time to the 
study of ethnology and psychology. His greatest in- 
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< tellectual enthusiasm uras art, and he fortunately had an 
income suihcient to indulge his passion for collecting. It 
ivas, however, his interest in psychology and his applica- 
tion of it to individual behaviourism that first turned 
his attention to the criminal problems which came under 
Markham's jurisdiction. 

The first cage in wVich he participated was, as I have 
recorded elsewhere, the murder of Alvin Benson.* The 
second was the seemingly insoluble strangling of the 
famous Broadway beauty, Margaret Odell, f And in the 
late fall of the same year came the Greene tragedy. As 
in the two former cases, I kept a complete record of this 
new investigation. I possessed myself of every available 
document, making verbatin copies of those claimed for 
the police archives, and even jotted down the numerous 
conversations that took place in and out of conference 
between Vance and the official investigators. And, in 
addition, I kept a diary which, for elaborateness and* 
completeness, would have been the despair of Samuel 
Pepys. 

The Greene murder case occurred towards the end of 
Markham’s first year in office. As you may remember, 
the winter came very early that season. There were two 
severe blizzards in November, and the amount of snow- 
fall for that month broke all local records for eighteen 
years. 1 mention this fact of the early snows because it 
played a sinister part in the Greene affair : it was, indeed, 
one of the \ntal factors of the murderer's scheme. No 
one has yet understood, or even sensed, the connection 
between the unseasonable weather of that late fall and 
the fatal tragedy that fell upon the Greene household; 
but that is because all of the dark secrets of the case were 
not made known. 

Vance was projected into the Benson murder as the 
result of a direct challenge from Markham; and his 
activities in the Canary case were due to his own ex- 
pressed desire to lend % hand. But pure coincidence was 
responsible for his participation in tho Greene investiga- 
tion. During the two months that had elapsed since his 
solution of the Canary's death Markham had called 

• **Thc BeoGon'Mnrder Case.” 

t "The 'Canaiy ’ Ifuider Case." 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE 


17 


him several times regardi^ moot points oi criminal 
detection in, connection with the routine work of the 
District Attorney’s office; and it was during an informal 
discussion of one of these problems that the Greene case 
was first mentioned. 

Markham and Vance had long been friends. Though 
dissimilar in tastes and even in etfcicSl outlook, they 
nevertheless respected each other profounefly. I have 
often marvelled at the friendship of these two antipodal 
men; but as the years went by I came more and more 
to understand it. It was as if they were drawn together 
by those very, qualities which each realized — ^perhaps 
with a certain repressed regret — vrare lacking in his own 
nature. Markham was forthpght, brusque, and, on 
occasion, domineering, taking life with grim and serious 
concern, and following the dictates of his legal conscience 
in the face of ever>^ obstacle: honest, incorruptible, and 
iftitiring. Vance, on the other hand, was volatile, 
debonair, and possessed of a perpetual Juvenalian 
cynicism, smiling ironically at the bitterest realities, and 
consistently fulfilling the rdle of a whimsically dis- 
interested spectator of life. But, withal, he understood 
people as ^S’ofoundly as he understood art, and his 
dissection of motives and his shrewd readings of character 
were — as I had many occasions to witness — uncannily 
accurate. Markham apprehended these qualities in 
Vance, and sensed their true value. 

It was not yet ten o'clock of the morning of November 
the qth when Vance and I, after motoring to the old 
Criminal Courts building on the corner of Franklin and 
Centre Streets, went directly to the District Attorney's 
office on the fourth floor. On that momentous forenoon 
two gangsters, each accusing the other of firing the fatal 
shot in a recent pay-roll hold-up, were to be cross- 
examined by Markham, and this interview was to decide 
the question as to which of the men would be charged 
with murder and which held as a Stfite's witness. Mark- 
ham and Vance ha<| discussed the situation the night 
before in the lounge-room of the Stu3nresant Club, and 
Vance had expressed a desire to be present at the ex- 
amination. Markham had readily assented^ and so we 
had risen early and driven down-town. 
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The i6iterview with the two men lasted for an hour, 
and Vahce's disconcerting opinion was that neither was 
guilty of the actual shooting. 

“Y'know, Markham/* he drawled, when the sheriff 
had returned the prisoners to the Tombs, “those two 
Jack Sheppards are quite sincere: each one thinks he's 
telling the tjuth.* Ergo, neither of 'cm fired the shot. A 
distressin! predicament. They're obvious gallows-birds — 
bom for the gibbet; and it's a beastly shame not to be 
able to round out their destinies in projicr fashion. . . . 
I say, wasn’t there another participant m the hold-up? ” 

Markham nodded, “A third got away* According to 
these two, it was a well-known gangster named Eddie 
Malcppo." 

“Then Eduardo is your man." 

Markham did not reply, and Vance rose lazily and 
reached for his ulster. 

“By the by," he said, slipping into his coat, “I not% 
that our upliftin' l*ress bedecked its front pages this 
morning with headlines about a pogrom at the old 
Greene mansion last night. Wherefore ? " 

Markham glanced quickly at the clock on the wall, and 
frowned. 

“ That reminds me. Chester Greene called up the first 
thing this morning and insisted on seeing me. 1 told him 
eleven o'clock." 

“Where do j^ou lit in?" Vance had taken his hand 
from the door-lcnob, and drew out his cigarette-case. 

“I don’t!" snapped Markham. “But people think 
the District Attorney's office is a kind of clearing-hou«e 
for all their troubles. It happens, however, that I've 
known Chester Greene a long time — ^we're both members 
of the Marylebone Golf Club—and so I must listen to his 
plaint about what was obviously an attempt to annex 
the famous Greene plate," 

“Burglary — eh, what?" Vance took a few puffs on 
his cigarette. “With two women shot ? " 

“Oh, it was a miserable business I An amateur, no 
doubt. Got in a panic, shot up the place, and bolted." 

* This was subseqnenUy proved correct. Nearly a year later Maleppo was 
arrested in Detroit, extradited to New York, and convicted of the murder. 
His two ccxnpanions had already been succ^uUy prosecuted for lobberya 
They are now serving long terms in Sing Sing. 
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*' Seems a dashed curious proceeding/’ Vauce ab- 
stractedly reseated himself in a large arm-chair near the 
door. ^'Did the antique cutlery actually disappear?" 

'* Nothing was. taken. The thief was evidentiy fright- 
ened o£E before he made his haul." 

" Sounds a bit thick, don't y' know. An amateur thief 
breaks into a prominent home, castg a^rcdat'ry eye on 
the dining-room silver, takes alarm, goes hpstairs and 
shoots two women in their respective boudoirs, and then 
flees, . . . Very touchin* and all that, but unconvincin'. 
Whence came this caressin* theory?'* 

Markham was glowering, but when he spoke it was 
with an effort at restraint. 

"Feathergill was on duty ]ast night when the call 
was relayed from Headquarters, and accompanied the 
police to the house. He agrees vnth their conclusions.* 

“Nevertheless, I could bear to know why Chester 
<l^rcene is desirous of having polite converse with you." 

Markham compressed his lips. He was not in cordial 
mood that morning, and Vance’s flippant curiosit^^ irked 
him. After a moment, howvver, he said grudgingly: 

“Since the attempted robbery interests you so keenly, 
you may, if ^ou insist, wait and hear what Greene has to 
say." 

“I'll stay," smiled Vance, removing his coat. “I'm 
weak; just can’t resist a passionate entreaty. . . . Wliich 
one of the Greene’s is Chester? And Iioav is lie related to 
the two deceased ? " 

“ There was only one murder," Markhnm corrected him 
i^a tone of forbearance. “The oldest daughter — an un- 
married woman in her early forties — was killed instantly. 
A younger daughter, who was also shot, has, 1 believe, a 
chance of recove^>^" 

“And Chester?" 

“Chester is the elder son, a man of forty or there- 
abouts. He w'as the first person on the scene after the 
shot had been fired." 

“What other megibcrs of the ftvjnily arc there? I 
know old Tobias Greene has gone to his Maker." 

“ Yes, old Tobias died about twelve y^ears ago. But his 

* Amos Feather^ was then an Assistant District Attorney. He later ran 
on the Tammany ticket for assmUynian, and was clccU-d, 
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wife is still living^though she’s a helpless paralytic. Then 
there are— ox rather were — ^hve children: the oldest, 
Julia; next, Chester; then another daughter, Sibeila, a 
few years under thirty, I should say; then Rex, a sicldy, 
boolash boy a year or so younger than Sibella; and Ada, 
the youngest — an adopted daughter twenty-two or three. 
I)erhaps.” 

“And it Was JulTa who w'as killed, eh? Which of the 
other two girls was shot? “ 

“ The younger — ^Ada Her room, it seems, is across the 
hall from Julia’s, and the thief apparently got in it by 
mistake while making his esc^ape. As I u|idersland it, he 
entered Ada’s room immediately after firing on J ulia, saw 
his error, fired again, and then fltd, eventually going 
down the stairs and out the main entrance.” 

Vance smoked a while m silence. 

“Your hypothetical intruder must have been deuced 
confused to have mistaken Ada’s bedroom door for tlie 
staircase, what? And then there’s the query: what was 
this anonymous gentleman, who liud called to collect the 
plate, doing above-stairs ^ ” 

“I^robably looking lor jewellery.” Markham was 
rapidly losing patience. ”/ am not omniscient,” Theio 
w’as irony in his inflection. 

"Now, now, Markham I” pleaded V.incc cajohngly. 
"Don't be vindictive. Your Gieene burglary' promises 
several nice points m academic speculation. l\Tiiiit me 
to indulge my idle ivhims.” 

At that moment Swacker, Markham’s youthful and 
alert secretary, appeared at the sw'inging door wh»^h 
communicated ivith a narrow chamber between the mam 
waiting-room and the District Attorney’s private oflicc 

"Mr. Chester Greene is here,” be announced. 


Chapter II The Investigation Opens 

(Tuesday, Nof^emher ^th ; ii am) 

When Chester Greene entered it was obvious he was 
under a nervous strain; but his nervousness evok|^ uo 
sympathy in me. From the very first I di^iked the iuaki. 
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He was of medium height and was* bordering bn cor* 
pulence. There was something soft and flabby in his , 
contours; and, though he was dressed with studied cm/ 
there were certain signs of over-emphasis about his 
clothes. His cuffs were too tight; his collar was too snug; 
and the coloured silk handkerchief himg too far out of 
his breast-pocket. He was slightl>ebaid, apd the lids of 
his close-set eyes projected like those of a man with" 
Bright's disease. His mouth, surmounted by a close- 
cropped blond moustache, was loose; and his chm receded 
slightly and was deeply creased below the under lip. He 
tj'pificd the pampered idler. 

When he had shaken hands with Markham, and Vance 
and 1 had been introduced, ho«eatcd himself and meticu- 
lously inserted a brown Russian cigarette in a long 
amber-and-gold hold^* ^ 

^'I'd be tremendoifsty obliged, Markham," he said, 
lighting his cigarette from an ivory pocket-lighter, "if 
you'd make a personal investigation of the row that 
occurred at our diggin's last night. The police will never 
get anywhere the way they're going about it. Good 
fellows, ycyi understand — ^the police. But . • . well, 
there's something about this affair — don't know just 
how to put it. An 3 rway, I don't like it," 

Markham studied him closely for several moments. 

" Just what's on your mind, Greene ? " 

The other crushed out his cigarette, though he had 
taken no more than half a dozen puffs, and drummed 
indecisively on the arm of his chair. 

• "Wish I knew. It’s a rum affair — damned rum. 
There's something back of it, too — something that's 
going to raise the very devil if we don’t stop it. Can't 
explain it. It's a feeling I've got." 

“Perhaps Mr. Greene is psychic," commented Vance, 
with a look of bland innocence. 

The man swung about and scrutinized Vance with 
aggressive condescension. "TosW" He brought out 
another Russian cigjlirette, and turhett again to Markham ; 
"I do wish you'd take a peep at the situation." 

Markham hesitated. "Surely you've some reason for 
disagreeing with the police and appealing to me." 
"Fut^y thing, but 1 haven't." (It seemed to me his 
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» hand ^ook ^htly as he lit his ^cond cigarette.) 
simply know that my mind rejects the burglar story 
automatically.’* 

It was difi&cult to tell if he were being frank or deliber- 
ately hiding something: 1 did feel, however, that some 
sort of fear lurke<} beneath his uneasiness; and I also got 
the impress!^ that he was far from being heart-broken 
over the tragedy. 

"It seems to me,” declared Markham, "that the 
theory of the burglar is entirely consistent with the facts. 
There have been many other cases of a housebreaker 
suddenly taking alarm, losing his head, and needlessly 
shooting people." 

Greene rose abruptly and began pacing up and down. 

"I can't argue the case," he muttered. "It's beyond 
all that, if you understand me.*"' He looked quickly at 
the District Attorney with starius^yes. " Gad I It's got 
me in a cold sweat." ^ 

" It's all too vague and intangible," Markham observed 
kindly. "I'm inclined to think the tragedy has upset 
you. Perhaps after a day or two——" 

Greene lifted a protesting hand. 

" It's no go. I'm telling you, Markham, th'fe police will 
never find their bxTrglar. I feel it — ^here." He niincingly 
laid a manicured hand on his breast. 

Vance had been watching him with a faint suggestion 
of amusement. Now he stretched his legs before him and 
gazed up at the ceiling. 

"I say, Mr. Greene — ^pardon the intrusion on your 
esoteric groping.s — but do you know of anyone with 
reason for wanting your two sisters out of the way ? " 

The man looked blank for a moment. 

"No," he answered finally; "can't say that I do. 
Who, in Heaven's name, would want to kill two harmless 
women?" 

" I haven’t the groggiest notion. But, since you repudi- 
ate the burglar theo^, and since the two ladies were 
undoubtedly shot, it^ inferable that sameone sought their 
demise; and it occurred to me that you, being their 
brother and domiciled en famille, might know of someone 
Who harboured homicidal sentiments towards them." 

Greene bristled, and thrust his head forward. " I know 
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of no one/* he blarted. Then, taming to Markham, he 
continued wheedlingly: “If I had the slightest suspicign, 
doh*t you think I'd come out with it? This thing has got 
on. my nerves. . I've been mulling over it all night, and 
it's — ^it's bothersome, frightfully bothersome." 

Markham nodded non-committally, and rising, walked 
to the window, where he stood, hjp h&nds behind him, 
gazing down on the grey stone masonry of 1:he Tombs. 

Vance, despite his apparent apathy, had been studying 
Greene closely; and, as Markham turned to the window, 
he straightened up slightly in his chair. 

"Tell me," be began, an ingratiating note in his voice, 
“just what happened last night? I understand you were 
the first to reach the XJrostratj women." 

"I was the first to reach my sister Julia," retorted 
Greene, with a hint of resentment. "It was Sproot, the 
butler, who found Ada unconscious, bleeding from a 
tiasty w’ound in her back." 

"i'lcT back, eh?" Vance loaned for^vard, and lifted his 
eyebrows. " She was shot from behind, tlien ? ” 

" Yes." Greene frowned and inspected his finger-nails, 
as if he, too, sensed something disturbing in the fact. 

“And Mfts Julia Greene: was she, too, shot from 
beliind?" 

"No — from the front." 

" Extr'ordin'ry ! " Vance blew a ring of smoke towards 
the dusty chandelier. "And had both women retired for 
the night? " 

"An hour before. • * • But what has all that got to do 
wth it^" 

"One never knows, does one? However, it's always 
well to be in possession of these little details when trying 
to run dowm the elusive source of a psychic seizure." 

"Psychic seizure be damned 1" growled Greene trucu- 
lently. "Can’t a man have a feeling about something 
without " 

"Quite — quite. But youVe asked for the District 
Attorney's assistanqp, and I'm su& be would like a few 
data before making a decision." 

Markham came forward and sat down on the edge of 
the table. His curiosity hiid been aroused, and he indi- 
cated to Greene his sympathy with Vance's interrogation. 
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Greene pursed lips, and returned bis cigarette- 
holder to bis pocket. 

"Oh, very well. What else do you want to know? " 

"You might relate for us,*' dulcetly resumed Vance, 
"the exact order of events after you heard the first shot. 
1 presume you did hear the shot." 

"Certainly I Ubarj} it — couldn't have helped hearing 
it. Julia's rdom is next to mine, and I was still awake. 
I jumped into my slippers and pulled on my dressing- 
gown; then I went out into the hall. It was dark, and 
1 felt my way along the wall until I reached Julia's door. 
I opened it and looked in — didn't know .who might be 
there waiting to pop me — and I saw her lying in bed, the 
front of her night-gown covered with blood. There was 
no one else in the room, aAd I went to her immediately. 
Just then I heard another shot which sounded as if it 
came from Ada’s room. I was a bit muzzy by this time 
-—didn't know what I'd better do; and as 1 stood b^ 
Julia's bed in something of a funk — oh, I was' in a funk 
all right . • •" 

" C^'t say that I blame you," Vance encouraged him. 

Greene nodded. "A damned ticklish position to be in. 
Well, anyway, as I stood there, I heard someone coming 
down the stairs from the servants' quarters on the third 
floor, and recognized old Sproot's tread. He fumbled 
along in the dark, and I heard him enter Ada's door. 
Then he called to me, and I hurried over. Ada was lying 
in front of the dressing-table; and Sproot and I lifted 
her on the bed. I'd gone a bit weak in the knees; was 
expecting any minute to hear another shot — don't knojy 
why. Anyway, it didn't come; and then I heard Sproot's 
voice at the hall telephone calling up Doctor Von Blon." 

"I see nothing in your account, Greene, inconsistent 
with the theory of a burglar," observed Markham. "And 
furthermore, Feathergill, my assistant, says there were 
two sets of confused footprints in the snow outside the 
front door." 

Greene shrugged hik shoulders, bi]^ did not answer. 

"By the by, Mr. Greene" — ^Vance had slipped down 
in his chair and was staring into space — ^"you said that 
when you looked into Miss Julia's room you saw her. ui 
bed. How was that? Did you turn on the light?'* 
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•'Why, nol” The. naan appeared puzzled by the 
question, " The light was on.” 

There was a flutter of interest in Vance’s eyes. 

••And how about Miss Ada’s room? Was the light on 
there also?” 

"Yes.” 

Vance reached Into his pocket anc^ dfttwing out his 
cigarette-case, carefully and deliberately sclectSd a cigar- 
ette. I recognized in the action an evidence of repressed 
inner excitement. 

”So the lights were on in both rooms. Most inter- 
estin’.” 

Markham, too, recognized the eagerness beneath his 
apparent iniflerence, and regar<Jed him expectantly. 

"And,” pursued Vance, after lighting his cigarette 
leisurely, "how long a time would you say elapsed 
between the two shots ? ” 

Greene was obviously annoyed by this cross-examina- 
tion, but he answered readily: 

"Two or three minutes — certainly no longer.” 

"Still,” ruminated Vance, "after 3'^ou heard the first 
shot you rose from your bed, donned slippers and robe, 
went into the hall, felt along the wall to the next room, 
opened the door cautiously, peered inside, and then 
crossed the room to the bed — all this, I gather, before 
the second shot was fired. Is that correct ? ” 

"Certainly it’s correct,” 

•'Well, w^! As you say, two or three minutes. Yes, 
at least that. Astonishin' I” Vance turned to Markham. 
" Roidly, y’ know, old man, I don’t wish to influence your 
judgment, but 1 rather think you ought to accede to Mr. 
Greene’s request to take a hand iu this investigation. I 
too have a psychic feeling about the case. Something tells 
me that your eccentric burglar will prove an ignis fatuus.** 

Markham eyed him with meditative curiosity. Not 
only had Vance’s questioning of Greene interested him 
keenly, but he knew, as a result of long experience, that 
Vance would not hav% made the suggestion had he not 
had a good reason for doing so. 1 in no wise sur- 
prised, thereforei when he tamed to his restive visitor 
and said: 

"Very wdl, Greene, I’ll see what I can do in the 
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is 

matter. 1*11 probably be at yout housiiri^f this after- 
noon. Please see that everyone is prescuU^ as 1*11 want 
to question them.** 

Greene held out a trembling hand. "The domestic 
roster — family and scr\'ants — ^will be comidete when you 
arrive.*' 

He strode pbmpously from the room. 

Vance Sghed. " Not a nice creature, Markham — ^not at 
all a nice creature. I shall never be a politician if it in- 
volves an acquaintance with suc.h gentlemen." 

Markham seated himself at his desk with a disgruntled 
air. 

"Greene is highly regarded as a social — not a political 
— decoration," he said qialiciously. " tic belongs to your 
totem, not mine." 

"Fancy that!" Vance stretched himself luxuriously, 
"Still, it’s you who fascinate him. Intuition tells me ho 
is not overfond of me." 

"You did treat hjin a bit cavalierly. Sarcasm is not 
exactly a means of cndearm(‘nt.** 

"13ut, Marldiani, old thing, ] wasn't pining for 
Chester's aflertion." 

"You think he knows, or sus}>c*cts, sonTething? ** 

Vance gazed through the long window into the bleak 
sky l^eyoncl. 

"I wonder,** he murmured. Then: "Is Chester, by 
any chance, a tyj>ical rei)resentati\'e of the Greene 
family ? Of recent years I've done so little mingling with 
the elite that I’m woefully ignorant of the Fast Side 
nabobs." 

Markham nodded reflectively, 

"I'm afraid he is. The original Greene stock tvas 
sturdy, but the present generation seems to have gone 
somewhat to pot. Old Tobias the Third — Chester's 
father — ^was a rugged and. in many w’ays, admirable 
character. He appears, however, to have been the last 
heir of the ancient Greene qualities. What’s left of the 
family has suflerecl some sort of disintegration. They're 
not exactly soft, but tainted with patches of incipient 
decay, like fruit that's lain on the ground too long. Too 
much money and leisure, I imagine, and too little 
restraint. On the other hand, there's a certain intellect- 
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Qality liirking in the new Greenes. They all seem to 
have good minds, even if futile and misdirected. In 
fact, I think 3 rou underestimate Chester. For all his 
banalities and effeminate mannerisms, he’s far from 
being as stupid as you regard him.” 

‘7 regard Chester as stupid! My dear Markham — ^my 
very dear Markham! You wrong me abc*ninably. No, 
no. There's nothing of the anoint^ ass 2 dx>ut our 
Chester. He’s slirewder even than you think him. Those 
(edematous eyelids veil a pair of particularly crafty eyes. 
Indeed, it was largely his studied pose of fatuousness that 
led me to suggest that you aid and abet in the investiga- 
tion.” 

Marldiam leaned back and narrowed his eyes, 

"What's in your mind, Vance f” 

" I told you. A psychic seizure — same like Chester’s 
subliminal visi iation . ' ' 

Markham know, by this elusive answer, that for the 
moment Vance had no intention of being more definite; 
and after a moment of scowling silence he turned to the 
telephone. 

" If I'm to take on this case, I'd bettor find out wTno has 
charge of it and get what j)reliminary information I can.” 

He called up Inspector Moran, the commanding ofiicer 
of the Detective Bureau. After a brief conversation he 
turned to \'ance w’itli a smile. 

. “Your friend. Sergeant Heath, has the case in hand. 
He happened to be in the olVice just now, and is coming 
here immediately. ” 

JijJess 1 han fifteen minutes Heath arrived. Despite the 
fact that he had been up most of the night, he appeared 
unusually alert and energetic. His broad, pugnacious 
features were as imperturbable as ever, and his pale-blue 
eyes held their habitual penetrating intentness. Ho 
greeted Markham with an elaborate, though perfunctory, 
handshake ; and then, seeing Vance, relaxed his features 
into a good-natured smile. 


* It was Serg«ant Ernest H&tb, of the Homicide iTure-au, who had betn in 
charm of both the Benson and the Canarv cases; and, although he bad been 
■ opemy antagonistic to Vance during' the hist of these investigations, a curious 
Bood-ieilowwp had later ^wn up between them. Vance admired the 
Sergeant’s dogged and straightforward qualities; and Heath had developed a 
Iteen (vspMt-iiuth qwtijn tesvvatioQSi however— for Vance’s al^t|ea, 
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'* Well, if it iin’t Mr. Vancel What have you been up 
to, sir?" 

Vance rose and shook hands with him. 

"Alas, Sergeant, IVe been immersed in the terra-cotta 
ornamentation of Renaissance facades, and other such 
trivialities, since I saw you last.* But I’m happy to note 
that crime is f ielyng up again. It’s a deuced drab world 
viithout St nice murky murder now and then, don’t y’ 
know." 

Heath cocked an e5"e, and turned inquiringTy to the 
District Attorney. He had long since learned how to read 
V)ctween the Imcs of Vance's badinage., 

"It's tins Greene case, Sergeant," said Markham. 

"1 thought so." Hcc^h Stit do^vTi hcaMly, and inserted 
a black cigar between ni.s lips. "But nothing’s broken 
yvt. We’re rounding up all the regulars, and looking into 
their alibis for last night. But it’ll take several days 
before the check-up’.s com]>lete. If the bird who did^he 
job hadn't got sc.ired before he grabbed the swag, we 
might be able to trace him through the pawnshops and 
fences. But something rattled him, or he wouldn't have 
shot up the works the way he did. And that's what makes 
me think he may be a new one at the racket. If he is, 
it'll make our job harder." He lield a match in cupixid 
hands to hi.s cigar, and pufied furiously. "\\'l]at did you 
want to know about the prowl, sir^ " 

Markliam hesitated. Ihe Sergeant's malter-of-fact as- 
sumption that a common buiglor was the culprit discon- 
ccrterl him. 

"Chester Gieene was here," he exjdained jirescwtly; 
"and he seems convinced that the shooting was not the 
work of a thief, lie asked me, as a special favour, to look 
into the maltei.” 

Heath gave a derisive grunt. 

" Who but a burglar in a panic would shoot down two 
women ? " 

"Quite so, Sergeant." -It was Vance who answered. 
"Still/ the lights«ifterc turned on ia both rooms, though 
the women bad gone to bed an hour before; and there 

* Vance, after reading proof of this sentence. requoAted me to make mentloa 

here of that bt^utiful voiumc, ** Terra Cotta of tlie Italian RenaiMaace.'* ceceattf 
publibUed by the National lena Cotta Society, New York. 
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was an interval of several minutes between the two 
shots " 

1 know all that ** Heath spoke impatiently ''But if 
an amachoor did the job, we can t tell exactly what did 
happen upsturb there list night W hen a bi^ loses his 
held 

Ah there s the rub \\hen a tl;^i(f •loses his head, 
d ye see he i n t ipt to go from loom to room^turmng on 
the lights t\eiJ is^uming lie kno^s wheic and how to 
turn them on And he teitainl> isn t going to dally 
around for sf \ci d niinuit m \ bluk h ill between such 
fantastic opci itipn^ csjxejalh liter he has shot someone 
and al unit d the house wh it 1 1 docsn 1 1 lok like panic 
to me it lo(»ks tixn^eh hk xesf^n Moreo\er why 
houl 1 this I recious am item < f a mi be i i^ oiting ibout 
the boudoiis njistais when the loot w the dming- 
loom below ^ 

• Wo ll It am dl ibout thit when we \c t A our man/ 
countered lleith lo^Mdl> 

I he point IS St ret int ] ui in M irkli im I \ c gr cn 
Mr Gncne m\ jrmist 1> lo ik into the niittei ind I 
wanted to tt wJ) it dtt ids 1 toiil 1 ii >m \oii ^ ou under 
stand of course he wide d me lhi\ in Iv th il I sliall 
not intoi fe re with \ our leliMtiesiu iii\ w i\ Whatever 
the outeome of tlie east -voui dejiirtmeni will rcceiie 
entile credit 

Oh th it s dl ii^^lit sii 1 \ptriente had taught 
Heath tint he hid nothin., to ft ir m tht way of lost 
f udoi^ when woikiiiv, w h AI irl ham Hut I dont 
tlui^ HI ‘'pite <d Mt \ nu t s idt is th it \ ou 11 find much 
lU the Gieeiie e ist to w ui mt ittention 

pLihii-jnot Miikhim idinitUd Howc\er I've 
comnutUd myself ind I think 1 11 lun out this afternoon 
and look o\ tr the situ ition, il > ou ll ^i\ e me the he of the 
land ' 

' Then isn t much to te 11 ' Ht ath chewed on Ins cigar 
cogitatmgly \ Doetoi A on Blon — the Gri'cne family 
phybiuan— phoned yeadquirteis 4 ib!yut midnight. I'd 
3 ust got in fiom an up town Stic k up c ill and inopped 
out to the house witli a couple of the l^oys from the 
Bureau 1 found the two women hkc you k low. one dead 
and the other unconsuous — ^both bhot. 1 phoned Doc 
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Doremns,* and looked the place over. Mr. Fe&ther- 
gin came along and lent a hand; but we didn't find ipuch 
of anything. The fellow that did the job musta got in 1^ 
the front door s<^e way, for there was a set of footprints 
in the snow coming and going, besides Doctor Von Blonds* 
But the snow was too flaky to get any good impressions. 
It stopped sno^n^along about eleven o'clock last ni^ht; 
and &ere^ no doubt that the prints belonged to the 
burglar, for no one else, except the doctor, h^ come Ox 
gone after the storm." 

"An amateur housebreaker with a front-door key to the 
Greene mansion," murmured Vance. "Extr’ordin’ryr* 

"I'm not saying he had a key, sir," protested Heath. 
"I'm simply telling you what we found. The door 
mighta been unlatched f>y mistake; or someone mighta 
opened it for him." 

"Go on with the story Sergeant," urged Markham, 
giving Vance a reproving look. * 

"Well, after Doc Dorcmus got there and made an 
examination of the older woman's body and inspected 
the younger one’s wound, I questioned all the family 
and the servants — a butler, two maids, and a cook. 
Chester Greene and the butler were the finly ones who 
had heard the first shot, wdiich Wcis fired about half-past 
eleven. But the second shot roused old Mrs. Greene — 
her room adjoins the younger driuglitcr’s. The rest of the 
household had slept through all the excitement; but 
this Chester fellow had woke 'em all up by the time I got 
there. 1 talked to all of 'cm, but nobody knew anything. 
After a coupla hours I left a man inside and ancptbcr 
outside, and came away. Then I set the usual machinery 
going; and this morning Captain Dubois "went over the 
place the best he could for finger-prints. Doc Doremus 
has got the body for an autopsy, and we'll get a report to- 
niglit. But there'll be nothing helpful from that quarter. 
She was fired on from in front at close range — almost a 
contact shot. And the other woman — the young one— 
was all powder-n^&ked, and her light-gown was burnt. 
She was shot from behind. — ^That's about all the dope." 

" Have you been able to get any sort of a statemesnt 
from the younger one ? " 

f Doctor Emanuel Doremus, the Chief Medical Examiner. 
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*'Nbt yet. She was uncotisciou$ lastaiiight* and this 
morning she was too weak to talk. But the doctor— 
Von Ifflon — ^said we could probably question her this 
afternoon. We may get something out of her, in case she 
got a look at the bird before he shot her.” 

•‘That suggests something to me, Sergeant.** Vance 
had been listening passively to the rgcitfl, but now he 
drew in his logs, and lifted himself a little. ^‘Did any 
member of the Greene household possess a gun? ” 

Heath gave him a sharp look. 

“This Chester Greene said he had an old *32 revolver 
he used to keep in a desk drawer in his bedroom.” 

“Oh, did he, now? And did you see the gun ? '* 

“I asked him for it, but he couldn’t find it. Said he 
hadn't seen it for years, but thaf pct^bably it was around 
Eomewheres. Promised to dig it up for to-day.” 

“Don't hang any fond hopes on his finding it, Ser- 
gAint.” Vance looked at Markham musingly. “I begin 
fo comprehend^ the basis of Chester’s psychic perturba- 
tion. I fear he's a crass materialist after all. . . . Sad, 
sad.” 

“You think he missed the gun, and took fright ? '* 
“Well — sonft'thing like that . . . perhaps. One can't 
tell. It's deuced confusin'.” He turned an indolent eye 
on the Sergeant. “Jiy the by, what sort of a gun did 
your burglar use ? ” 

Heath gave a gruff, uneasy laugh. 

“You score there, Llr. Vance. I've got both bullets — 
thirty-two's fired from a revolver, not an automatic, 

But4'’Ou’ro not tiodng to intimate ” 

“Tut, tut, Sergeant. Like Goethe, I'm merely seeking 

for more illumination, if one may translate Licht ” 

Markham interrupted this garrulous evasion. 

“ I'm going to the Greene house after lunch, Sergeant, 
Can you come along?” 

“ Sure I can, sir. I was going out, anyway.*' 

“Good.” Markham brought forth a box of cigars, 
“ Meet me here at twf . • , • And ta£e a couple of these 
Per/ectos before you go.*' 

Heath selected the cigars, and put them carefully into 
his breast pocket. At the door he turned with a bantering 
grin. 



^'Yon come ^ong xirith os, Mr. Vance — ^to guide our 
erring footsteps, as they say ? *’ 

Nothing could keep me away/’ declared Vance. 


Chapter III o At the Greene Mansion 

f 

{Tuesday, November gth ; 2.30 p,m.) 

The Greene mansion — as it was commonly referred to by 
New Yorkers — was a relic of the city's ancien regime. It 
had stood for three generations at the eastern extremity 
of 53Td Street, two of its oriel window’s actually over- 
hanging the murky w'aters of the East River. The lot 
upon which the house was built extended through the 
entire block — z. distance of two hundred feet — and had 
an equal frontage on the cross-streets. The character<^oi 
the neighbourhood had changed radically since the early 
days; but the spirit of commercial advancement had left 
the domicile of the Greenes untouched. It was an oasis of 
idealism and calm in the midst of moiling commercial 
enterprise; and one of the stipulations .tin old Tobias 
Greene's last will and testament had been that the 
mansion should stand intact for at least a quarter of a 
century after his death, as a monument to him and his 
ancestors. One of his last acts on earth was to erect a high 
stone wall about the entire property, with a great double 
iron gateway owning on 53rd Street and a postern-gate 
for tradesmen giving on 52nd Street. 

The mansion itself was two and a half stories high, 
surmounted by gabled spires and chimney clusters. It 
was what architects call, with a certain intonation of 
contempt, a ‘‘chAteau flamboyant"; but no derogatory 
appellation could detract from the quiet dignity and the 
air of feudal traditionalism that emanated from its great 
rectangular blocks of grey limestone. The house was 
sixteenth-century Gothic in styl^ with more than A 
suspicion of the nSw Italian omaxnent in its parts; and 
the pinnacles and shelves suggested the Byzantine.^ Bixt, 
for all its diversity of detail, it was not flowery, and woidd . 
have held no deep attraction for the Freemason archiie^ 
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of the Middle Ages. It was not *'bookis^'^ in effect; it 
exuded the very essence of the old. 

In the front yard were maples and clipped evergreens, 
interspersed with hydrangea and lilac bushes ; and at the 
rear was a row of weeping willows overhanging the river. 
Along the herring-bone-bond brick walls were high quick- 
set hedges of hawthorn; and the innej sides of the en- 
circling walls were covered with compact cspalief^. To the 
west of the house an asphalt driveway led to a double 
garage at the rear — an addition built by the newer genera- 
tion of Greenes. But here too were boxwood hedgerows 
which cloaked the driveway's modernity. 

As we entered the grounds that grey November after- 
noon an atmosphere of foreboding >)leakness seemed to 
have settled over the estate. Thi trecc and shrubs were 
all bare, except the evergreens, which wxre laden with 
patches of snow. The trellises stood stripped along the 
walls, like clinging black skeletons; and, save for the 
front walk, which had been hastily and imperfectly swept, 
the grounds were piled high with irregular snowdrifts. 
The grey of the mansion's masonry was almost the colour 
of the brooding overcast sky; and I felt a premonitory 
chill of eeriness pass over me as we mounted the shallow 
steps that led to the high front door, with its pointed 
pediment above the deeply arched cjitrance. 

Sproot, the butler — a little old man W'ith \vhite hair 
and a heavily seamed caprifomi face — admitted us with 
silent, funereal dignity (he liad evidently been apprised 
of our coming); and wc were ushered at once into the 
great tfglooray drawing-room whose heavily curtained 
windows overlooked the river. A few moments later 
Chester Greene came in and greeted Markham fulsomely. 
Healh and Vance and me he included in a single super- 
cilious nod. 

"Awfully good of you to come, Markham," he said« 
with nervous eagerness, seating himself on the edge of a 
chair and taking out ids cigarette-holder. "I suppose 
yott'll want to hold an inquisition •(rst. Whom'U I 
summit as a starter? " 

" Wa can let that go for the moment," said Markham. 
ViSrst, I'd like to know something concerning the 
servants. Tell me what you can about them." 
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Greexw moved rertlesdy in hie cb&i^, and seemed to 
have difficulty lighting his cigarette. 

* Ihere s only four. Big house and all that, but we 
don't need much htlp Juba always acted as house- 
keeper, and Add looked after the Mater, lo begin with, 
there's old bpioot He s bc^ butler^ seneschal, and 
major donio loi us for thiity years Kcgular family 
rttaincr—kind ^ou read about in Fnidisli novels— 
devoted lo\ il Ininibk dietitonal, and snooping And 
a damiud iiui m«.( I miv add Hun there are two 
maids -one 1 1 lot k after the rooms and the other for 
gtnciil su\i(.(, thou,.h the women monopolize her, 
mostly ior iisckss iiudU fiddle. Htmraing the older 
maid h is Ixcn with us ten \ tiis ^till w( iis corstls and 
fit cis\ sh )LS l>ccp w lUr 1 iptist 1 IkIkvc — cxciuciat- 
ingK dt\out i>irton tlu cthii mud is \oung and 
lluhtj thinks sIk s intMStilk knr vvs i littk /-»///- 
dhoti lull h LiilistlK lindthit sioustintl\ txiKtting 
the links <t tlu fmiiv to kiss lur bdiiiid tht door, 
Sibtll i puk(d lu r out— she s just Ihi kind ^ibclla would 
pukout Jufti kU tiling our house ind shiiUm.' Iht hard 
work lor about lwe> m its Jlit coi k s x stod^v (rctman 
worn in I t\}i( il Haii \i Juniinous Inisoms and 

number tin fed I^uts in ill lux sj)irc time writing to 
distant iin ets ind nr j lu ws 1 1 the upjier n lehes of the 
Khmc bi in soiuewlun ind boists tint the most 
lastiJjoiis person eould < it oft lior kitclun floor it s that 
(kill though I VC never tiicd it Jlu old miti ciigiged 
her a \car be foic he dud ivc ord( is she w is to remain 
.IS long Is she liked — ^Iluie >(>u hivi the peiso ncl of 
thf b V kstairs Of coui e, there is a f itdciier who loafs 
about the lawn m bummer. He hibc mates in a speak-easy 
up H II km w ly " 

>10 thaufleur^'* 

' A nuisa4cc we dispense with Julia h ited motor- 
t irs and Kex is afraid to travel in llie m — scjiie amish lad, 
Rex I diive nry owm rieer, and Sibellas a regular 
B imcy Oldfield /Ada drives, toO, when the Mater isn't 
Uoing her .ird Sibclla s car is idle — ^So endeth " 

Markham had been mikmg notes as Greene rambled 
along vath his information. At length he put out the 
cigar he bad been smoking. 
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*^Now, if you don’t mind, I n^ant to look over the 
bouse.*' ^ 

Greene rose wHh alacrity and led the way into the 
main lower hall — a vaulted, oak*panelled entrance con- 
taining; two large carved Flemish tables of the Sambin 
school, against opposite* walls, and several Anglo-Dutch 
crown-back chairs. A great Dagheftan rugi stretched 



along the parqut'tcd floor, its faded colours repeated in 
the heavy draperies of the archways. 

"We have, of course, just come from drawing- 
room," explained Greene, with a pompous air. " Back of 
it, down the hall" — he pointed pas^i^he wide marble 
stairway — ^"was the governor's library" and den — what 
he called his sanctum sanctorum. Nobody's been in it for 
twelve years. The Mater has kept it locked up ever since 
the old man died. Sentiment of some kind; thougljL I've 
often tpld her she ought to clean the place out and make 
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a billiard-room of it. But you can't move the Mater, once 
i^e’s got an idea in her head. Try it some time -when 
you're looking for heavy exercise.'* 

He walked across the hall and pulled aside the 
draperies of the archway opposite to the dravring-room. 

“Here's thai; reception-room, though we don't use it 
much nov^days. fStuffy, silly place, and the flue doesn't 
draw worth a damn. Every time w^e’ve built a fire here, 
weVc had to have the cleaners in to remove the soot 
from the tapestries.” He weaved his cigarette-holder 
towards two beautiful Gobelins. "Back there, through 
those sliding doors, is the dining-room; and farther on 
are the butler’s pantiy’ and the kitchen where one may eat 
off the floor. Care to in(TDCCt the culinary department? ” 

“No, I think not,” s.aid Markham. “And I'll take the 
kitchen floor for granted. Now, can we look at the 
second floor?” ^ , 

We ascended the main stairs, w^hich led round a piece 
of marble statuary — a Falgtu^re figure, I t^^nk — and 
emerged into the upper hall facing the front of the house 
where three large close-set windows looked out over the 
bare trees. 

The arrangement of the rooms on the fecond floor was 
simple and in keeping with the broad four-square archi- 
tecture of the house; but for the sake of clarification I 
am embodying in this record a rough diagram of it; for 
it was the disposition of these rooms that made possible the 
carrying out of the murderer’s hideous and unnatural plot. 

Theiie were six bedrooms on the floor — three on either 
side of the hall, each occupied by a member of the flSlmiiy. 
At the front of the house, on our left, was the bedroom of 
Rex Greene, the younger brother. Next to it was the 
room occupied by Ada Greene; and at the rear were 
Mrs. Greene's quarters, separated from Ada's by a fair- 
sized dressing-room through which the two apartments 
communicate. It will be seen from the diagram that 
Mrs. Greene’s ro^ projected beyond the main western 
elevation of the Irobse, and that io^the L thus formed was 
a small balustraded stone porch with a narrow Alight of 
stairs, set against the house, leading to the lawn below. 
French doors opened upon this porch from both 
and Mrs. Greene's rooms. 
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On the opposite side ot tiic hail were the three rooms * 
occupied by Julia, Chester, and Sibella, Julia's room 
being at the front of thc'housc, Sibclla's at the rear, and 
Chester's in the centre. None of these rooms rommuni- 
c ited mth the other. It mi^ht til-fO t>e noted that the 
doors to SilK'lla's and Mrs. Gieciie'.s fooms were just 
behind the main shaircase, wlierea‘f dies teds anrl Ada's ' 
were directly at the head of the stairs, and Julia’s and 
Rex's farther toward the front of the hoii-sc*. Ihere was 
a small linen closet betwee^n Ada’s room and Mrs. 
Greene's; and at the rear of the hall were the servants' 
stairs. 

C'hesler Greene cxpl.uncd this iirr.ingcmont to us 
Iniefly, and then walked up the kill to Julia's room. 

“You'll want to look in here hist, J Jinaqiue,'' he saM, 
throning open the door. ' Notlnng s been touihed — 
j^hce oiders. Jiut I taii't see what good all that stained 
bod-lincn is to anyone. It’s a flight Uil me'-s.” 

The loom was large and iidiK lunu^hed with sage- 
green satin-upholstered furniture of the ^Iarjt‘ Antoinette 
l>enod« Opposite to the dmir w»is a canojned liedslead 
oil a dais; an^^ several dark bloti lu'S on the ('rnbroidercvi 
lim*n gave mute e\i(lenie of the tragedy that had been 
enacted there the night iKitue, 

Vance, altir noting the dis|H*MiKm of the furnituie, 
InrntHl liis gaze upon the old-lashioned crystal cliaii- 
d(‘lii I ^ 

“\\ero those the lights that were on when you found 
yom sister la«t night, Mr. Gieene.^” he askt^d casually. 

'i lie other nodded with surly anno\Mnce. 

“And where, nciy 1 ask, is the swiUh ? “ 

“Behind the end of that (abini'l." Greene indiffer- 
ently uulicatc'd a highly elal>oriite a}woi}c near the door. 

“ Jnvuible— eh, w'hat ? “ \ aiico strolled to the armotrs 
and looked behind it. “An amazin' burglar'" Then he 
went up to Markham and spoke to him in a low voice. 
After a moment Markham inxlde^ 

“Greene," he saidf"! w'lsh you'd go to yonr room and 
lie down on the bed just as you weie last night when you 
heard the shot. Then, when J tap on the wail, get up auid 
do ever 3 rthing you did last night — in just the way you 
did it. 1 want to time you," 
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The man stiffened, and gave Markham a look of resent* 
^ fill protestation. 

' 1 say!*' he began* But almost at once he 

shrugged compliance and swaggered from the room, 
closing the door behind him. 

Vance took cut his watch, and Markham, giving 
Greene tim^to reach his room, rapped on the wall. For 
what seemed an interminable time we waited. Then the 
door opened slightly, and Greene peered round the 
casing. Slowly his eyes swept the room; he swung the 
door farther ajar, stepped inside hesitantly and moved 
to the bed. «. 

'"Three minutes and twenty seconds," announced 
Vance. "Most disquietii^. . . . What do you imagine. 
Sergeant, the intruder was doing in the interim of the 
two shots ? " 

"How do I know?" retorted Heath. "Probably 
groping round the hall outside looking for the stairs." 

"If he’d groped that length of time he'd have fallen 
down 'em." 

Markham interrupted this discussion with a suggestion 
that we take a look at the servants’ s^irway down 
which the butler had come after hearing the first shot. 

"We needn't inspect the other bedrooms just yet," he 
added, "though well want to see Miss Ada’s room as 
soon as the doctor thinks it’s advisable. When, by the 
way, will you know his decision, Greene?" ^ 

"He said he'd be here at three. And he’s a punctual 
beggar — a regular fiend for efficiency. He sent a nurse 
over early this morning, and she's looking after AdaVnd 
the Mater now,” 

" 1 say, Mr. Greene," interposed Vance, " wms your si.ster 
Julia in the habit of leaving her door unlocked at night ? " 

Greene’s jaw dropped a little, and his eyes oi)cned wider, 

"By Jove — ^no! Now that you mention it . . • she 
always locked herself in." 

Vance nodded a^ently, and we passed out into the 
hall. A thin, swinging baize door hiftl the servants' stair- 
well at the rear, and Markham pushed it open. 

"Nothing much here to deaden the sound," he ob- 
served. 

"No," agreed Greene. "And old Sproot's room is 
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right dt the head of the steps. He's go% good ears, too— 
too damned good sometimes." 

We were about to turn back, when a high-pitched, 
querulous voice issued from the partly open door on our 
right. 

“Is that you, Chester? What’s all Uiis disturbance? 
Haven’t I had enough distraction aftd worrj ? “ 

Greene had gone to his mother’s door and put his 
head inside. 

“It’s all right, IMatcr," he said irritably. “It’s only 
the police nosing around." 

“ The police i “ Her voice was conlemT^tuous. “ What 
do they want? Didn't the\ upset me enough last night? 
Why don’t they and look^lor the villain instead of 
congregating outside my door and riinoying me? — So, 
it's the police." Her tone t)coanie xiiiJictivc. “Bring 
yiom in here at once, and let ma talk to them. The 
police, indeed ! " 

Greene looked helplessly at M.irkhain, wlio merely 
nodded; and wo entered the invaliti’s room. It was a 
spacious chamber, with windows on three sidi's, furnished 
elaborately vjth all manner of contlicting objects. My 
first glance took in an Hast Indian rug, a buhl cabinet, 
an enormous gilded Buddha, several massive Chinese 
chairs of carved lak-wood, a faded Persian tapestry, two 
WTOught-iron slaiidard lamps, and a red-and-gold 
lacquered high-boy. 1 looked quickly at ^"aI^ce. and 
surprised an cxj>ressiv)n of puzzled interc^st in his eyes. 

In an enormous bed, with neither head-piece nor foot- 
posfs, reclined the mistress of the house, propped up in 
a tpmi-rccumbent cittitudc on a sprawling pile of vari- 
coloured silken pillows. She must have been between 
sixty-five and seventy, but her hair was almost black. 
Her long, chevaline face, though yellowed and WTinkled 
like ancient parchment, still radiated an amazing vigour: 
it reminded me of the portraits 1 had seen of George 
Eliot. About her shoulders was dra^m an embroider^ 
Oriental shawl; an<> the picture sm* presented in the 
setting of that unusual and diversified room w’as exotic 
in the extreme. At her side sat a rosy-cheeked im- 
perturbable nurse in a stiff white uniform, making a 
singular contrast to the woman on the bed. 



Cbestet Greene ^n^sented Markham, and let his mother 
take the rest of us for granted. At first she did not 
acknowledge the introduction, but, after appraising 
Markham for a moment, she gave him a n^ of re- 
sentful forbearance and held out to him a long bony 
hand. 

" I suppose there’s no way to avoid having my home 
overrun in Aiis fashion," she said wearily, assuming an 
air of great toleration. " I was just endeavouring to get 
a little rest. My back pains me so much to-day, after all 
the excitement last night. But w^hat do I matter — an old 
paralysed woman like me ? No one considers me anyway, 
Mr. Markham. But they’re perfectly right. \Vc invalids 
are of no use in the world^ are we ? " 

Markham muttered some ix)litc protestation, to which 
Mrs. Greene paid not the slightest attention. She had 
turned, with seemingly great difficulty, to the nurse. , 

"Fix my pillows, Miss Craven," she ordered im- 
patiently, and then added, in a whining tone: "Even 
you don’t give a thought to my comfort." The nurse 
complied without a word. "Now, you can go in and sit 
with Ada until Doctor Von Blon comes — How is the 
dear child ? " Suddenly her voice had assufhed a note of 
simulated solicitude. 

"She's much better, Mrs. Greene." The nurse spoke 
in a colourless, matter-of-fact tone, and passed quietly 
into the dressing-room. 

The woman on the bed turned complaining cyeS upon 
Markham. 

"It's a terrible thing to be a cripple, unable to i?&alk 
or even stand alone. I^th my legs have been hopelessly 
paralysed for ten years. Think of it, Mr. Markham; 
I've spent ten years in this bed and tliat chair" — she 
pointed to an invalid's chair in the alcove — "and I can't 
even move from one to the other unless I'm lifted bodily. 
But I console myself with the thought that I'm not long 
for this world; an^ try to be patient. It wouldn't be 
so bad, tiiough, ' ifThiy children wre only more con- 
siderate. But I suppose I expect too much. Yontii 
and health give little thought to the old and feeble^ 
it's the way of the world. And so I make the best ot it, ' 
It's my fate to be a burden to everyone." 
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She sighed and drew the shawl more closely about her. 

**Yon want to ask me some questions perhaps? 1 
don't see what i can tell you that will be of any help, but 
I'm only too glad to do whatever I can. I haven't slept 
a wink, and my back has been paining me terribly as a 
result of all th^ commotion. But I'mnol^complaining.'’ 

Markham had stood looking at tiie old lady sym- 
pathetically. Indeed, she was a pitiful figure.* Her long 
invalidism and solitude had warped what had probably 
been a brilliant and generous mind: and she had now 
become a kind of introspective martyr, with an ex- 
aggerated sensitiveness to her affliction. I could see that 
Markham’s instinct was to leave her immediately with a 
few consoling words; but his sejjsu of duty directed him 
to remain and learn what he could. 

" I don't wish to annoy you any more than is absolutely 
n^xssary, madam/' he said in a kindly voice. “But it 
might help considerably if you permitted me to put one 
or two questions." 

“What's a little annoyance, more or loss? " she asked. 
"I've long since become used to it, Ask me anything 
you choose." 

Markham bo^ed with Old-World courtesy. “You are 
very kind, madam," Then, after a moment ’.s pause: 
“Mr. Greene tells me you did not hear the shot that was 
fired in your oldest daughter’s room, but that the shot in 
Miss Ada's room awakened you." 

“ Thai: is so." She nodded slowly, “Julia's room is a 
considerable di.stancc away — across the hall. But Ada 
always leaves the doors open between her room and mine 
ill case I should need anytliing in the night. Naturally 
the shot in her room awakened me. . . . Let me see. I 
must have just fallen to sleep. My back was giving me 
a great deal of trouble last night; 1 had sullcred all day 
with it, though I of course didn't tell any of the children 
about it. Little they care how their paralysed old mother 
suffers. • • .'And then, just as I had managed to doze 
off, there came the ra{>ort, and I wa^ide-awike again 
— lying there helpless, unable to move, and wondering 
what awful thing might be going to happen to me. And 
no one came to see if 1 was all right ; no one thought of 
aioiieanddefenceless. But then, no one ever thinks of me/' 
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^'I'm sure it* wasn't any lack of consideration, Mrs* 
Greene/' Markham assured her earnestly. The situation 
probably drove everything momentarily from their 
minds except the two victims of the shooting. — ^Tell me 
this: did you hear any other sounds in Miss Ada's room 
after the shot^awakened you ? *' 

* ‘ I heard the pooi' girl f aU — ^at least, it sounded I ike that. 

V But nb other noises of any kind ? No footsteps, for 
instance ? " 

“Footsteps?” She seemed to make an effort to recall 
her impressions. “No; no footsteps." 

“Did you hear the door into the hall open or close, 
madam ? " It was Vance v^ho put the question. 

The woman turned licjr eyes sharply and glared at him. 

“No, I heard no door open or close." 

“Tliat's rather queer, too, don’t you think?" pur- 
sued Vance. “The intruder must have left the room." 

“I suppose he must have, if he’s not there now," she 
rephed acidly, turning again to the District Attorney, 
“Is there anything else you’d care to know? " 

Markham evidently had perceived the impossibility of 
eliciting any vital information from her. 

“1 think not," he answered; then abided: “You of 
course heard the butler and your son here enter Miss 
Ada's room ? " 

“Oh, yes. They made enough noise doing it — they 
lidn't consider my feelings in the least. That fuss- 
budget, Sproot, actually cried out for ChesteV like a 
hysterical woman; and, from the way he raised his voice 
over the telephone, one would have thought Doctdlt Von 
Blon was deaf. Then Chester had to rouse the whole 
house for some unknown reason. Oh, there was no 
peace or rest for me Last night, I can tell you ! And the 
police tramped around the house for hours like a drove 
of wild cattle. It was positively disgraceful. And her© 
was I — a helpless old woman — entirely neglected and 
forgotten, suffcrii^ agonies with my spine." 

After a few Commiserating • banalities Markham 
tlianked her for her assistance, and withdrew. As we 
passed out and walked toward the stairs, I could hear 
her calling out angrily: “Nurse I Nurse! C^n't you hear 
me? Come at once and arrange my pillows. What do 
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you mean by neglecting me this way ... ?'* The 
voice trailed ofi mercifully as we descended to the main 
haH. 


Chapter IV The Missikg Revolver 

{^uusday, November gtk ; 3 

•'The Mater's a crabbed old soul/' Greene apologized 
off-handedly when we were again in the drawing-room. 
"Always grousing about her doting offspring. — ^Well, 
where do we go from here ? " 

Markham seemed lost in thought, and it was Vance 
who answered. 

"Let us take a peep at the servants and hearken to 
their tale: Sproot for a starter." 

. ^larkham roused himself and nodded, and Greene rose 
and pulled a silken bell-cord near the archway. A minute 
later the butler appeared and stood at obsccpiious atten- 
tion just inside the room, Markham had appeared some- 
what at sea and even disinterested during the investiga- 
tion, and Vanca assumed command. 

"Sit down, ^root, and tell us as briefly as possible 
just w^hat occurred last night." 

Sproot came forward slowly, hi.s eyes on the floor, but 
remained standing before the t'cnire-table. 

"I wj|p reading ^Martial, sir, in my room/’ he began, 
lifting his gaze submissively, "when I thought 1 heard a 
muffled shot. 1 wasn't <iuite sure, for the automc»biles in 
the sfreet back-fire quite loud at times; but at last I 
said to myself I’d better investigate. I was in negligi, if 
you understand what I mean, sir; so I slipped on my 
bath-robe and came do\vn. 1 didn’t know just where the 
noise had come from; but when I was half-way down 
the steps I heard another shot, and this time it sounded 
like it came from Miss Ada’s room. So I went there at 
once, and tried the door. It was unliked, and when I 
looked in 1 saw Miss^Ada lying on Tlic floor — a very 
distressing sight, sir. I called to Mr. Chester, and we 
lifted the poor young lady to the bed. Then I telephoned 
to Doctor Von Blon!" 

Vance sorutinized him. 
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"You were courageous, Sproot, to brave a dark 
hall looking for the source of a shot iu the middle of the 
night." 

"Thank you, sir," the man answered, with great 
humility. " I alwa5rs try to do my duly by the Greene 
family. I’ve been with them " 

"We know all that, Sproot." Vance cut him short. 
"The light was on in Miss Ada’s room, I understand, 
when you opened the door." 

" Ye.s, sir." 

"And you saw no one, or heard no noise? No door 
closing, for instance ? " 

"No. sir." 

"And yet the person \yho fired the shot must have been 
somewhere in the hall at the same time you were there." 

" I suppose so, sir." 

"And he might well have taken a shot at you, too.'# . 

"Quite so, sir." Sproot seemed wholly indilTcrcnt to 
the danger he had escaped. " But what will be, will be, 
sir — ^if you’ll pardon me saying so. And I’m an old 
roan " 

"Tut, tut! You’ll probably live a considerable time 
yet — ^just how long I can’t, of course, say." 

"No, sir." Sproot 's eyes gazed blankly ahead. "No 
one understands the mysteries of life and death," 

"You’re somewhat philosophic, I see," dryly com- 
mented Vance. Then: "When you phoned t(j Doctor 
Von Blon, was he in ? " 

"No, sir; but the night nurse told me he’d be^back 
any minute, and that she’d send him over. Ho arrived in 
less than half an hour." 

Vance nodded. "That will be all, thank you, Spzoot. 
—And now please send me die gnitdige Frau Kochin,** 

" Yes, sir." And the old butler sliufflcd from the room. 

Vance’s eyes followed him thoughtfully. 

"An inveiglin’ character," he murmured. 

Greene snortecL "You don’t have to live with him. 
He’d have said *Yes, sir,' if ycfti'd spoken to him in 
Walloon or Volapuk, A sweet little pla3nnate to have 
.snooping round the house twenty-four hours a day!" 

The cook, a portly, phlegmatic German woman of. 
about forty-five, named Gertrude Mannheim, came in and 
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seated herself on the edge of a chair near the entra^nce.* 
Vance, after a moment's keen inspection of her, asked: 

‘‘Were you bom in this country, Frau Mannheim?*' 
was bora in Baden/* she answered, in flat, rather 
guttural tones. ** I came to America when I was twelve/* 

“You have not always been a cook, Intake it.*' Vance's 
voice had a slightly diflerent intonation from that which 
he had used with Sproot. 

At first the woman did not answer. 

“No. sir," she said finally. “Only since the death of 
my husband." 

“ How did you happen to come to the Greenes? " 

Again she hesitatccl. “1 had met Mr. Tobias Greene: 
he knew my husband. When my husband died there 
wasn’t .any money. And 1 remembered Mr. Greene, and 
1 thought " 

j “I understand." Vance paused, bis 03 'es in space. 
“ You heard nothing of what hap])encd here last night ? " 

“No, sir. Not until Mr. Chester called up the stairs 
and said for us to get dressed and come down." 

Vance rose and turned to the window overlooking the 
East River. 

“ That’s aJ!, Frau Mannheim. Be as good as to tell the 
senior maid — Hemming, isn’t she? — to come here." 

Without a w'ord the cook left u?, and her place was 
presently taken by a trdl, slatternly woman, with a sharp, 
prudish face and severely combed hair. She wore a 
blacff, one-piece dress, and heolless vici~kid shoes: and 
her severity of mien was emphasized by a pair of thick- 
lefisod spectacles. 

“I understand, Hemming," began Vance, reseating, 
himself before the fireplace, “that you heard neithet 
shot last night, and learned of the tragedy only whto 
called by Mr. Greene." 

The woman noddcKl with a jerky, emphatic movement. 

"I was spared," she said, in a rasping voice. “But 
the tragedy, as you call it, had to come sooner or later. 
It was an act of God, if you ask 

“Well, we*re not asking you, Hemming; but we're 
delighted to have your opinion. — So God had a hand in 
the. shooting, eh?" 

“He did that!" The woman spoke with religious 
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. tovonr. **Tlie Gfeenes are an ungodly, wicked family.” 
She leered defiantly at Chester Greene, who laughed 
uneasily. ”'For 1 ^all rise up against them, saith the 
Xx)rd of hosts — ^the name, the remnant, and son, and 
daughter, and nephew'— only there ain't no nephew — 
'and I will swe^ them with the besom of destruction, 
saith the Lord.'" 

Va^ce regirded her musingly. 

" I see you have misread Isaiah. And have you any 
celestisd information as to who was chosen by the Lord 
to personify the besom ? " 

The woman compressed her lips. "Who knows? " 

"Ah! Who indeed? . . . But to descend to temporal 
things: I assume you weren't surprised at what happened 
last night?" ^ 

"I'm never suiprised at the mysterious workin's of 
the Almighty." ^ 

Vance sighed. "You may return to your Scriptural 
perusings, Hemming. Only, I wish you'd pause en route 
and tell Barton we crave her presence here." 

The woman rose stiffly and passed from the room like 
an animated ramrod. 

Barton came in, obviously frightened. TBut her fear 
was insufficient to banish completely her instinctive 
coquetry. A certain coyness showed through the alarmed 
glance she gave us, and one hand automatically smoothed 
back the chestnut hair over her car. Vance adjusted his 
monocle, * 

"You really should wear Alice blue. Barton," he 
advised her seriously. "Much more becoming tftan 
^rise to your olive complexion." 

pr The girl’s apprehensiveness relaxed, and she gave 
?^ancc a puzzled, kittenish look. 

t '^But what I particularly wanted you to come here 
r," he went on, "was to ask you if Mr. Greene has ever 
kissed you." 

"Which — Mr. Greene?" she stammered, completely 
disconcerted. 

Chester had, at Vance's question, jerked himself erect 
in his chair and started to splutter an irate objection. 
But articulation failed him, and he turned to Markham 
with speechless indignation. 
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The corners of Vance’s mouth twitched. ”It reaDy " 
doesn't matter. Barton," he said quickly. 

"Aren’t you going to ask me any questions about — 
what happened last night?" the girl asked, with obvious 
disappointment. 

" Oh ! Do you know anything alyut ^hat happened ? " 

" Why. no," she admitted. " I was aslegp " 

" Exactly. Therefore, I shan't bother you witii^ques- 
tions." He dismissed her good-naturedly. 

"Damn ii, Markham, I protest!" cried Greene, when 
Barton had left us. " 1 call this — this gentleman's levity 
rotten-bad taate — damme if I don’t!" 

]\Iarkham, too, was annoyed at the frivolous line of 
intiTrogation \’ancc liad takiiti. 

" I can't sec what’s to be gairf'd by such futile in- 
quiries," he striving to contml irritation. 

- "That’s because yoirre. still holding to the burglar 
theory," \'anco replied. "But if, as Mr. Greene thinks, 
there is another explanation of last night s crime, then 
it’s essential to acajuaint ourselves with the conditions 
existing here. And it's equally essential not to rouse 
the siispicio’is of the servants. Hence niy apparent 
irielevancies. I'm trying to size up tlie various human 
factors we have to deal with; and 1 think I’ve done 
iiiicomnundy A\ell. Several rather interesting possibilities 
have devilopecl." 

liek^re Markliam could reply Sproot passed the archway 
and opened the. front door to someone whom he greeted 
iT^ipoct fully, (ireene immediately went into the hall. 

"Hallo, doe," we heard iiim say. "Thought you'd 
be along pretty soon. The District Attorney and hta, 
entourage arc here, and they'd like to t;ilk to Ada. Itol^r 
'em you said it might be all right this afternoon." \ 

"I’T know better when I've seen Ada," the doctor, 
replied. He passed on hurriedly, and wc heard him 
ascending the stairs. 

"It’s Von Blon," announced Grofne, returning to the 
drawing-room, "rfe’ll let us know anon how Ada's 
coming along." There was a callous note in his voice, 
which, at the time, puzzled me. 

"How long have you known Doctor Von Blon?" 
asked Vance. 
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' •'How long?" Greene looked surprised. "Why» all 
my life. Went to the old Beekman Public School with 
him. His father — old Doctor Vcranus Von Blon — 
brought all the later Greenes into the ivorld; family 
physician, spiritual advisor, and all that sort of thing, 
from time immemorial. When Von Blon senior died we 
embraced th^ son as*a matter of course. And young 
Arthurs a shrewd lad, too. Knows his x)hamiacopcria. 
Trained by the old man, and topped oil his medical 
education in Germany.** 

Vance nodded negligently. 

"While we’re waiting for Doctor Von Lion, suppose 
wc hiive a chat with Miss Sibelki and Mr. Hex. Your 
brother first, let us say.** | 

Greene looked to Markliam for confirmation; then 
rang for Sproot. 

JRex Greene came immediately upon being .summoned. ' 

•*Well, what do you want now?** he askiil, scanning 
our faces with ner\’ous intensity. His voice wa.s peevisli, 
almost whining, and there w<tc certain overtones in it 
which recalled the fretful complaining voice of Mrs. 
Greene. 

"We merely want to question you about last night," 
answered Vance soothingly. "We thought it possible you 
could help us." 

"W'hat help can T give you?" Rox asked sullenly, 
slumping into a chair. He gave liis brother a snqf*ring 
look. “Chester’s the only one round licre who seems to 
have been awake.** , 

Rex Greene was a short, sallow youth with narrow, 
stooping shoulders and an abnormally large head set on 
a neck which appeared almost emacjated. A shock of 
straight hair hung down over his bulging forehead, and 
he had a habit of tossing it back with a jerky movement 
of the head. His small, shifty eyes, shielded by enormous 
tortoise-rimmed glasses, seemed never to be at rest; and 
his thin lips were qjnstantJy twitching as with a tic 
douloureux. His chin was small and ^fointed, and he held 
it drawn in, emphasizing its lack of prominence. He was 
not a pleasant spectacle, and yet there was something 
in the man — an overdeveloped studiousness, perhapa-*" 
that gave the impression of unusual potentialities, lonce 
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fiaw a juvenile chess wizard who had the same cranial 
formations and general facial cast. 

Vance appeared introspective, but I knew be was 
absorbing every detail of the man’s appearance. At 
length he laid down his cigarette, and focusi'd his eyes 
languidly on the desk-lamp. * 

'* You say you slept throughout tht tragedv last night. 
Ilow do you account for tiiat remarkable fact, inasgpuch 
as one of the shots wgs fired in the room next to yours ^ ” 

Rex hitched himself forward to the edge of his chair, 
and turned his head from side to side, carefully avoiding 
our eyes. 

haven’t tried to account for it,” he returned, with 
angry resentment; but withal seemed unstrung and 
on the defensive. Then he hiniicd on: '‘The walls in 
this house are pretty thick, anyw'ay, anri th'^rc are always 
noises in the street. • . . Maybe my head was buried 
under the covers.” 

"You’d certjunly have burud your heatl under the 
covers if you’d heard the shot,” commented Chester, 
with no attempt to disguise his conten^pt for his brothei. 

Rex swung ^ound, and would liave retort<»d to ibe 
accusation had not Vance put lus next question iin medi- 
ately. 

"What's your theorv of the crime, Mr. Grrcni ? 
You've heanl all the details and \'oii know’ the situation.” 

"1 tt^ought the police h«id setflecl on a burglar.” The 
youth’s eyes rested shrewdly on Heath. "Wasn’t that 
youn conclusion ? ” 

"It was, and if is,” declared the Sergeant, who. until 
now, had preserved a bored silence, " Jiut your brother 
here seems to think otherwise.” 

"So Chester thinks otherwise,” Rex turned to his 


brother w'ith an expression 6f ieline dislike. "Maybe 
Chester know’S all about u." There w’as no mistaking 
tbe implication in his words. 

Vance once more steppt^d into the breach. 

"Your brother haft told us all ne knows. Just at 
present we're concerned with how much you know.” 


The severity of his manner caused Rex to shrink back 
in his chair. His lips twitched more v olently, and he 
began fidgeting with the braided frog of his smoking- 
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jacket. I noticed then for the first time that he had 
short rachitic hands with bowed and thickened phalanges. 

* ^'You are sure you heard no shot?" continued Vance 
ominously. 

"I've told you a dozen times I didn't I" His voice 
rose to a falsetto, and he gripped the arms of his chair 
with both l^nds. * 

eep calm, Rex," admonished Chester. " You’ll be 
having another of your spells." 

" To hell with you ! " the youth shouted. " How many 
times have I got to tell them I don't know anything 
about it ? " 

"We merely want to make doubly sure on all points," 
Vance told him pacif^^llgI|^ "And you certainly wouldn't 
want your sister’s death to go unavenged through any 
lack of pcrsevercnce on our part." 

Rex relaxed slightly, and took a deep inspiration. 

"Oh, I'd tell you anything I know," he said, running 
his tongue over his dry lips. "But I always get blamed 
for everything that happens in this house — that is, Ada 
and I do. And as for avenging Julia's death: that 
doesn’t appeal to me nearly so much a^pimishing the 
dog that shot Ada. She has a hard enough time of it 
here under normal conditions. Mother keeps her in the 
house waiting on her as if she were a servant." 

Vance nodded understandingly. Then he rose and 
placed his hand sympathetically on Rex's shouldej. This 
gesture was so unlike him I was completely astonished; 
for, despite his deep-seated humanism, Vance scesned 
always ashamed of any outward show of feeling, and 
sought constantly to repress his emotions. 

"Don't let this tragedy upset you too much, Mr. 
Greene," he said reassuringly. "And you may be certain 
that we'll do eveiything in our power to find and punish 
the person who shot Miss Ada. We won't bother you 
any more now." 

Rex got up almog^ eagerly and drew himself together. 

"Oh, that's all right." And with ^covertly triumphant 
glance at his brother, he left the room. 

" Rex is a queer bird," Chester remarked, after a short 
plence. " He spends most of his time reading and work- 
ing out abstruse problems in mathematics and astronomy* 
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Wanted to stick a telescope thiough tlie attic roof, but 
the Mater drew the line. He's an unhealthy beggar, too. 
1 tell him he doesn’t get enough fresh air, but you see his 
attitude towards me. Thinks I'm weak-minded because 
I play golf." 

"What were the spells you spoke about?" asked 
Vance. "Your brother looks as if heenight be epileptic." 

"Oh, no; nothing like that; though I'vh seen him 
have convulsive seizures when he got in a specially 
violent tantrum. He gets excited easily and flies ofl the 
handle. Von Blon says it's hypemeurasthenia — whatever 
that is. He goes ghastly pale when he’s worked up, and 
has a kind of trcmbhiig ht. Says things he’s sorry for 
afterwards. Nothing serious, though. What he needs is 
exercise— a year on a ranch touching it, without his 
infernal books and compasses and T-8<]uares." 

^"J suppose he’s more or less a favourite with your 
mother." (Vance’s remark recalled a lunous similarity 
of teniperjiment between the two I had felt \ agucly as 
Kcx talked.) 

"I^IoTo or less." Chester nodded ponderously. "He's 
the pet in so far as the Mater’s capable of petting anyone 
but herself. AilJ-way, she’s nc^cr lagged Kcx as much as 
the rest of us." 

Again Vance wont to the groat window above the East 
River, and stoofl looking out budcUnlv he turiud 

"By the by, Mr. Gieeiie, did tou lind }oui revolver?" 
His toift h<id tliangcd, his luininativo mood had gone. 

Chestei gave a st.iit, md cast a stMlt glance at Heath, 
W’ho*li»id now become attenti\o. 

"No, by Gad, 1 haven t." he admitted, fumbhng in 
his jioikct foi lus I m.m tte-holdcT. * Funny thing a^ut 
that gun, too. Always kept it in mv tlesk drawer — 
though, as T told this gentleman when he mentioned it " — 
he pointec* his hoklcr at Heath as it the other had been 
an inanimate object — " 1 don’t romembci aduallv having 
seen it for years. But, even so, wheic the devil could it 
have gone ? Damme, it's mysteiious. Nobody round here 
would touch it. The maids don’t go in the drawers when 
they're cleaning the room — I’m lucky if they make the 
bed and dust top of the furmture. Damned funny 
what became of it," 
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*'Did you take a good look for it to*day« like you 
said ? '' asked Heath, thrusting his head forward belliger- 
ently. Why, since he hcSl to the burglar theory, he 
should assume a bulldozing manner, I couldn't imagine. 
Hut whenever Heath was troubled, be was ag^ssive , and 
any loose end in an investigation troubled him deeply. 

“Certainly, I looked for it,*' Chester replied, haughtily 
indjgnant. • “I went through every room and closet and 
drawer in the house. Hut it's completely disappeared. 
. . . I^obably got thrown out by mistake in one of the 
annual house-cleanings.** 

“That’s possible," agreed Vance. ".What sort of a 
revolver uas it?** 

“An old Smith and Wesson *32,'* Chester appeared to 
be trj'ing to refresh His memory. “ Mother-o'-|)eai I 
handle: some scroll-engraving on the barrel — I don't 
lecall exactly. I bought it hftoen years ago— mayUe 
longer — ^when I went camping one summer in the 
Adirondacks. Used it for target practue. Then 1 got 
tired of it, and stuck it aw^ay m a drawer behind a lot 
'Of old cancelled checiues.** 

“Was it in good w 01 king order then?** 

“As far as I know. Fact is, it w'orlfbd .stiff when I 
got it, and had the sear fal<*d down, so it was practn. ally 
a hair-trigger att.iir. The slighlc'st touch sent it olf. 
Better for shooting targets that way." 

“Do you lecall if it w'as loaded w hen you put it away ? ** 

“Couldn't say. Might have been. It's Been so 
long *' 

‘ Were there any cartridges for it in your desk? *• 

“ Now, that 1 can answer you positively. There waifh't 
a loose cartridge in the place." 

Vance reseated liimself. 

“Well, Mr. Grec'nc, if you happen to run across the 
revolver you will, of course, let Mr. Markham or Siergeant 
Heath know.** 

' ‘ Oh, certainly. With pleasure.*' Chc.ster*s assurance 
was expressed witif an air of magnanimity. 

Vance glanced at his watch. 

“And now, seeing that Doctor Von Blon is still with 
his patient, 1 wonder if we could sec Miss Sibella for a 
moment.** 
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Chester got up, obviously reiieved that the subject of 
the revolver had been disposed of, and went to the bcAi- 
cord beside the archway. But he arrested his hand in 
the act of reaching for it. 

I'll fetch her myself/* he said, and hurried from the 
room* 

Markham turned to Vance with^a smile. 

"Your prophecy about the non-reappedrancej)f the 
gun has, I note, been temporarily verifi^." 

"And I’m afraid that fancy weapon with the hair- 
trigger never will appear — at least, not until this 
miserable business is cleaned up." Vance was un- 
w'onteclly sober; his customary levity had for the moment 
deserted him. But before long he lifted his eyebrows 
mockingly, and gave Heath d chaffing look. 

"Perchance the sergeant’s predacious neophyte made 
off with the revolver — ^became fascinated with the scroll- 
work, or entranced nith the pearl handle." 

"It’s quite pos.sible the revolver disappeared in the 
way Greene said it did," Markham submitted. "Ii| 
any event, I think you unduly emphasized the mattA||| 

‘ ‘ Sure he did, Mr. Markham , " growled Heath. ‘ * An® 
what's more,^ can’t see that all this repartee with the 
family is getting us anywheres. I had ’em all on the 
carpet last night when the s’ix)ting was hot; and I'm 
telling you they don’t know nothing about it. This Ada 
Greene is the only person round here I want to talk to. 
There's a chance she can give us a tip. If her lights were 
on when the burglar got in her room, she maybe got a 
i^obd look at him." 

Sergeant/' said Vance, shaking bis head sadly^ 
"y^'re getting positively morbid on the subject of that 
xnyweal burglar." 

Markham inspected the end of his cigar thoughtfully^ 

"Ho, Vance. I’m inclined to agree with the sergeant 
It app^rs to me that you’re the one with the morbid 
ima^atiou. 1 let you inveigle me into this inquiry 
easily. That's wfai|r I've kept in^he background ttad 
left the floor to you. Ada Greene's our only hope of hel| 
beie." 

"Oh, for your trusting, forthright mindl" Vanci 
$igh«d and shifted his position r^tlessly^ "I say, otb 
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psychic Chester is* takmg a dadied kmg time to fetch 
SibeUa.’* 

At that moment there came a sound of footsteps on 
the marble stairs, and a few seconds later Sibella Greene, 
accompanied by Chester, appeared in the archway. 


Chafer V Homicidal Possibiuties 

{Tuesday, November gfh ; 3.30 p,m,) 

Sibella entered with a firm, swinging gait, her head held 
high, her eyes sweeping the asst^mblage with bold inter- 
rogation. She was tall and of slender, athletic build, 
and, though she was not pretty, there was a cold, 
chiselled attractiveness m libr hneaments that held one’s 
attention. Her face was at once vivid and intense; 
and there was a hauteur in her expression amounting 1 
almost to arrogance. Her dark, ensp hair was bobbed 
but not waved, and the severity of its lines accentuated 
the over-decisive cast of her features. Her hazel eyes 
were wide-spaced beneath heavy, almost horizontal eye- 
brows; her nose was straight and slightly prominent, 
and her mouth was large and firm, with aTuggestion of 
cruelty in its thin lips. She was dressed Mtnply, in a 
dark sport suit cut extremely sliort, silk-w'c^ul stockings 
of a heather mixture, and low-lieeled mannish Oxtords. 

Chester prcsenteil the Distritt Attorney to her as an 
old acquaintance, and permitted ^Icirkium to make tho 
other introductions. 

"1 suppose you know, Mr. Markham, why Chet lilies 
you/* she said, in a peculiarly plangent \oji e. " You’re 
one of the few persons at the Mi^rylcbonc Club that be 
can beat at golf." 

She seated herself before the centre-table, and crossed 
her knees comfortably. 

"I wish you’d get me a cigarette, Chet/' Her tone 
a^e the request an imperative. 

%incc rose at once*%nd held out hie rase. 

*'Do try one of these R4gtes, Miss Greene," he urged 
in his best drawing-room manner. "It you say you 
don’t like them, 1 shall immediately change my brand." 

"Rash manl" Sibella took a cigarette and permitted 
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Vance to light it for her. Then she settled back in her * 
chair and gave Markham a quizzical look. ** Quite a wfld 
party we pulled here last night, wasn't it? We've never 
had so much commotion in the old mansion. And it was 
just my luck to sleep soundly through it all." She made 
an aggrieved moue, "Chet didn't call me till it was all 
over. Just like him — he has a naftty disposition." 

Somehow her flippancy did not shock nib as it ^ight 
h<ive done in a difterent type of person. But^ibeUa 
stru<k me as a giil ^\Ik), though she might feel things 
kooiilv, would not permit any mislortune tt) get the better 
of Ikt: and I, put her appannt (allousuess dowm to a 
doggtvl, if ])crvirtc(l. ccui.igeousiiess. 

Wtukh.im, liowivcr, resen^td her attitude, 

' DnV lannot bLiiiie Mr riittii'' ioi not taking the 
matter liglillv," he reproxed her. " I lie brutal murder 
,of a delcn<(U‘Sb woman and the attmipted mnrder of 
a >oung girl hitilly coine undit the luMd of diversion," 

Sik'lla loiiked at him npioaihlullv ' You know, 
Mr Markham, you sound exaitlv lik*' the Molhtx Superior 
of the .study lonxent 1 w.is conhned m for two xcars.*' 
She became sudrh nly giaxe. * Whv draw a long face 
over somethiifg thats liappened and <an’t be helped? 
An>^*ay, Julia never sought to brighten her little comer. 
She was ahvays irablxvl and fault -linding, and her good 
deeds wouldu t fill <i book. It may be uiisistcrly to say 
it, but she’s not going to be missed so dieadfully, Chet 
and l*are certainly not going to pine away." 

"And \vh«it about the brutal shooting of your other 
sisfor?" Markham was with ditliculty controllmg his 
indignation. 

Sibella s eyelids narrowred perceptibly, and the lines of 
her face bc^canic set. But she erased the expression 
almost at once. 

"Well, Ada's going to recover, isn't she?" Despite 
her effort, she was unable to keep a certain hardness 
of her voice. "She’ll have a nice long lest, and a xi|m 
to wait on her. Am 1 expc^ctecf to weep copu^lH 
because of baby sister's escape ? " 

Vance, who had been closely wratching this clash 
between Sibella and Markham, now took a band in 
the conversation. 
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*'My dear Markham, I can’t see what Miss Greene’s 
edntiments have to do with the matter. Her attitude 
may not be strictly in accord with the prescribed conduct 
for young ladies on such occasions, but I feci sure she has 
excellent reasons for her ix)int of view. Let us give over 
moralizing, and seek Miss Greene's assistance instead.” 

The girl darted hifn an amused, appreciative ^ance; 
and i^rkhadi made a gesture of indifleront acquiescence. 
It was plain that he legarded the present inquiry as of 
little importance. 

Vance gave the girl an engaging smile. 

”It*s really my fault. Miss Greene, that we arc in- 
truding here,” he apologized. ” It was I, d'ye see, that 
urged Mr. Markham to look into the c«ise after your 
brother had expressed his disbelief in the burglar theory.” 

She nodded undersiandingly. "Oh, Chet sometimes 
has excellent hunches. It's one of his very fc^w merits.'' 

“You, too, 1 gather, arc sceptical in regard to the 
burglar?” 

” Sceptical ? ” She gave a short laugh. ” I'm down- 
right suspicious. 1 don't know any burglars, though I'd 
dearly love to meet one; but I simjily can’t bring my 
flighty brain to picture them going about tffeir lascinating 
occupation the way our little entertainiT did last night.” 

"You positively thrill me,” dediroil Vance. "Y'see, 
our minority ideas coincide perfectly.” 

"Did Chet give you any intelligible explanation for 
his opinion ? ” she asked. 

"I'm afraid not. He was inclined to lay his feelings 
to metaphysical causes. His conviction was duo, I I’ook 
it, to some kind of psycliic visitation. He knew, but 
could not explain: he was sure, but had no proof. It 
was most indefinite — a bit esoteric, in fact.” 

"I'd never suspect Chet of spiritualistic leanings.” 
She shot her brother a tantalizing look. "He's really 
deadly commonplace, when you get to know him.” 

"Oh, cut it, Sib,” objected Chester irritably. "You 
yourself had a spa^ this momingavhen 1 told you the 
police were hot-footing it after a burglar.” 

Sibclla made no answer. With a slight toss of the bead 
idle leaned over and threw her cigarette into the grate. 

"By the by, Miss Greene” — Vance spoko casaaJ^ty^ 
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him been ccmsiderable mystery about the dis- 
^ppeaxanoe of your brother’s revdlver. It has completely 
vaiwdied from his desk drawer. I wonder if you have 
seen it about the house anywhere." 

At his mention of the gun Sibella stiffened slightly. 
Her eyes took on an expression of intentness, and the 
comers of her mouth lifted into a faintly ironical smile. 

"Chet's revolver has gone, has it?" SUb put 
question colourlessly, as if her thoughts were elsewlfere. 

No . . • I haven’t seen it." Then, after a momentary 
pause: "But it was in Chet's desk last week." 

Chester heave<J himself forward angrily. 

"What were you doing in my desk last week?" he 
demanded. 

"Don't wax apoplectic," the*gul said carelessly. "I 
wasn't looking for love missives, I simply couldn't 
imagine you in love, Chet. ..." The idea seemed to 
amuse her. "I was only looking for that old emerald 
stick-pin you borrowed and never returned." 

"It's at the club," he explained sulkily. 

"Is it, really? Well, I didn't find it, anyway; but 
I did see the revolver. Arc you quite' sure it’s 
gone ? " 

" Don't be absurd," the man growled. " I've searched 
everywhere for it. . . . Including your room," he added 
vengefully. 

"Oh, you would! But w-hy did you admit having it 
in the nrst place?" Her tone was scornful, "Why 
involve yourself unnecessarily ? " 

Chdbter shifted imoasily. 

"This gentleman" — he again pointed impersonally 
to Heath — asked me if I owned a revolver, and I 
told him *yes.' If I hadn't, some of the servants or 
one of niy loving family w'ould have told Ihm. And I 
thought the truth was best." 

Sibella smiled satirically. 

' "My older brother, you observe, is a model of all the 
old-fashioned virtues, 'bshe remark^ tS Vance. But sho 
was obviously distraite. The revolver episode had some- 
what shaken her self-assurance. 

"You say. Miss Greene, that the burglar idea does 
^ sot appeal to you." Vance was smoking languidly with 



.j8 ISUBDSR CASB^ 

% 

half-dosed eyes. '*Can you think of any other explana- 
ttion for the tragedy?*' 

The girl raised her head and regarded him calculatingly* 

''Because 1 don't happen to believe in burglars ^at 
shoot women and sneak away without taking anything, 
it doesn't mean that I can suggest alternatives. I'm not 
a policewoman — though I've often thought it would be 
jolly good* sport — and I had a vague idea it was the 
busftiess of the police to run down criminals. You don't 
believe in the burglar cither, Mr. Vance, or you wouldn't 
have followed up Chet’s hunch. Who do yott think ran 
amuck here last night?" , 

"My dear girl!" Vance raised a protesting hand. 
"If I had the foggiest idea I wouldn’t be annoying you 
with impertinent questitns. I’m plodding with leaden 
feet in a veritable bog of ignorance." 

He spoke negligently, but Sibclla's eyes were cloudfd 
with suspicion, l^resently, however, she laughed gaily 
and held out her hand. 

"Another momieur, I was on the verge of 

becoming serious; and 1 simply mustn't become serious. 
It's so frightfully boring. Besides, it gi\’es one wrinkles. 
And I'm much too young for wrinkles.' 

/‘Like Ninon de L'Enclos, you'll always be too young 
for wrinkles," rejoined Vance, holding a match to her 
cigarette. "But perhaps you can suggest, w-ithout be- 
coming too serious, someone who might have had a 
reason for wanting to kill your two sisters." 

"Oh, as for that, I'd say we'd all come under sus- 
picion. We’re not an ideal home circle, by any iileans. 
In fact, the Greenes are a queer collection. We don't 
love one another the way a perfectly nice and proper 
family should. We're always at each other's throats, 
bickering and fighting about something or other. It's 
rather a mess — tliis mtSnage. It's a wonder to me murder 
hasn't been done long before. And we've all got to live 
here until 1932, or go it on our own; and, of course, 
none of us could nflike a decent living. A sweet paternal 
heritage!" 

* Sibella was here referring to Tobias Greene's will, which stipulated not 
only that the Greene mansion should be maintained intact for tweaty>ilV9 
that the legatees should live on the estate during that »«¥» oc beboos 
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. She smoked moodily for a few moments* 

. "Yes, any one of us had ample reason to be mur- 
derously inclined toward all the others. Chet there 
would strangle me now if he didn't think the nervous 
aftermath of the act would spoil his golf — ^wouldn't 
you, Chet dear? Rex regards us all as inferiors, and 
probably considers himself &ghly indulgent and altruistic 
not to have murdered us aU long ago. And the oi^y 
reason mother hasn't killed us is that she's paralj^s^ 
and can't manage it. Julia, too, for that matter, could 
have seen us all boiled in oil without turning a hair. 
And as for Ada'« — ^her brows contracted and an extra- 
ordinary ferocity crept into her eyes — "she'd dearly 
love to see us all exterminated. She's not really one of 
us, and she hates us. Nor wduld I myself have any 
scruples about doing away with the rcht of my fond 
family. I *ve thought of it often, but I couid never decide 
on a nice thorough method." She flicked her cigarette 
ash on the floor. " So there you are. If you're looking 
for possibilities you have them galore. There's no one 
under this ancestral roof who couldn't qualify." 

Though her words were meant to be satirical, I could 
not help feeling that a sombre, terrible truth underlay 
them. Vance, though apparently listening with amuse- 
ment, had, 1 knew, been absorbing every inflection of her 
voice and play of expression, in an effort to relate the 
details of her sweeping indictment to the problem in hand. 

"At any rate," he remarked ofi-handedly, "you are 
an amazingly frank young woman. However, I shan’t 
recominend your airest just yet. I haven't a particle of 
evidence against you, don't y ' know. Annoyin', ain't it ? " 

"Oil, well," sighed the girl, in mock disappointment, 
"you may pick up a clue later on. There’ll probably be 
another death or two around here before long. I'd hate 
to think the murderer would give up the job with so 
little really accomplished." 

At this point Doctor Von Blon entered the drawing- 
room. Chester rose toigreet him, anclfthe formalities of 
introduction were quickly over. Von Blon bovred with 
reserved cordiality; but 1 noted that his manner to 
Sibella, while pleasant, was casual in t je extreme. 1 
wondered a little about this, but 1 recalled that he was 
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an old friend of the family and probably took many of 
^ the social amenities for granted. 

‘'What have you to report, doctor^ " asked Markham* 
"Will we be able to question the young lady this after- 
noon?" 

"I hardly think Ihere'd be any harm in it," Von 
Blon returned, sf%ting himself be‘ndc Chester. "Ada 
h^s only a^little reaction lever now, though she's suffering 
fro A shock, and is pretty weak from loss of blood." 

Doctor Von Blon \\as a suave, smooth-faced man of 
fo*'ty, with small, almost feminine features and an air 
of unwavering amiability. IIis urbamty struck me as 
too artilicial — "professional" is perhaps the word — ^and 
there was something of the ambitious egoist about him. 
But I vas far more alt Acted than rci)elled by ‘him. 

Vance w'atched him atttmiively a^s he spoke. He was 
more anxious even than Heath, I think, to question theg«:I. 

"It was not a particularly serious w'ound, then?" 
Markham asked. 

"No, not serious," the doctor assured him: "though 
it barely missed being fatal. Had the* shot gone an incli 
deeper it would have torn across the lung. It was a 
very narrow escape." 

"As I understand it," interposed \’'ance, "the bullet 
travelled transversely over the left scapular region." 

Von Blon mclined his head in agrc'cment. 

" The shot w’as obv lously aimed at the heart Jfrom the 
rear," he explained, in his soft, modulated voice. "But 
Ada must Lave turned slightly to the right just ^s.thc 
revolver exploded; and the "bullet, instead of going 
directly into her body, ploughed along the shoulder-b]«ide 
at the level of the tlurd dorsal vertebra, tore the capsular 
ligament, and lodged in the deltoid." He mdicated tho 
location of the deltoid on lus own left arm. 

"She had," suggested Vance, “apparently turned her 
back on her assailant and attemptc*d to run away: a'ld 
he had followed her and placed the revolver almost 
against her baclft — Is that you# interpretation of it» 
doctor?" 

"Yes, that would seem to be the situation. And* aa 
I said, at the crucial moment she veered a Uttto* and 
thus saved her life." 
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"Would she have fallen immediately to the floor« 
despite the actual superficiality of the wound ? ** -* 

not unlikely. Not only would the pain have 
been considerable, but the shock must be taken into 
account. Ada — or, for that matter, any woman — ^might 
have fainted at once.” 

”And it’s a reasonable prosumptisn,” pursued Vance 
"that her assailant would have taken it •for granted 
that the shot hf«l been fatal ? ” • ' 

"We may readily assume that to be the case." 

Vaucc smoked a moment, his eyes averted. 

"Yes,” he aq^reed, "I think we may assume that.— 
And anotlicr jioint suggests itself. Since Miss Ada was 
in front of the dressing-table, a considerable distance 
from till* bed, and since the wiftpoii was lick I practically 
against her, thi' encounter would setm to take on tho 
%iture of a deliberate attack, i at her than a haphazard 
shot fired by someone iti a panic.” 

Von Blon looked shrcwdlv at V.ini'c, and then turned 
a questioning gaze upon Heath, bor a moment lie was 
silent, as if weighing his reply, and when he spoke it 
was witli guarded rcser\o. 

"Of course, wne might interpret the situation that 
way. Indeed, the facts would .seem to indicate such a 
conclusion. But, on the other hand, the intruder might 
have been very close to Ad.i; and the tact that the 
bullet entered her left shoulder at a x><irticulai]y vital 
point ifiay have been the purest atudeiil.” 

"Quite true,” conceded Vance. "However, if the 
icA^atif premeditation is to be abrogated, we must account 
for the fact that the lights were on in the room when 
the butler entered immediately after the shooting.” 

Von Blon showed the keenest astonishment at this 
statement. 

"The lights were on? That's most rcmarkablcl” 
His brow crinkled into a perplexed frown, and he ap« 
peared to be assimilating Vance's information. " Still,” ho 
argued, " that very may account for the shooting. 
If tho intruder had entered a lighted room he may have 
fired at the occupant lest his description be given to tho 
police later.” 

"Oh, quite!” murmured Vance. "Anyway, let os 



THE GREEHB WJSDUaL, CASH 


> 

WU learn ibe ezplanatioa when we've eeen and 
wpoken to Ada." 

' "Well, why don't we get to it?" grumbled 
whose o^inarily inexhaustible stock of patience bi^ 
begun to run low. 

"You're so hasty. Sergeant," Vance chided him. 
"Doctor Von Blomhas just told us that Miss Ada is 
vei^ weak « and anything we can learn beforehand hf&l 
spsir#her just so many questions." 

"All I want to find out," expostulated HcatlC; "is 
if she got a look at the bird that shot her and can give 
me a description of him." « 

" That being the case, Sergeant, I fear you are doomed 
to have your ardent hopes dashed to the ground." 

Heath chewed viciou^y on his cigar; and Vance 
turned again to Von Blon. 

"There's one other question I'd like to ask, doctoi. 
How long was it after Miss Ada had been wounded 
before you examined her ? " 

"The butler's already told us, Mr. Vance," interposed 
Heath impatiently. "The doctor got here in hail an 
hour." 

"Yes, that's about right." Von Blon's^ono was smooth 
and matter-of-fact. "1 was unfortunately out on a call 
when Sproot phoned, but 1 returned about fifteen 
minutes later, and hurried right over. Luckily I lix*© 
near here — ^in East ^Hlh Stre<‘t." 

"And was MibS Ada still unconscious when you 
arri\ed ? " 

"Yes. She had lost considerable blood. The cook, 
however, had put a towcl-compresb on the wound, which 
of course helped." 

Vance thanked him and rose. 

"And now, if you'll be good enough to take us to 
your patient, we'll be very grateful." 

"As little excitement as jiossible, you understand,'^ 
admonished Von Blon, as he got up and led the way 
upstairs. 

Sibella and Chester seemed undecided about aCQOnv 
panying us; but as I turned into the hall 1 saw k kx>k 
of interrogation flash between them, and a moment 
they too joined us in the upper hall. ^ 





Quptcr VI An Accusation 

(TM^siay, November gth ; ^ pm) 

Ada Grtem 's room simply, almost so\crely, fur- 
nished but there was a neatness about it, combined 
little touches of fominine decoration, theft reflected 
the c^e its oempant had bestowed upon it l^tRe 
left, n^ar the door thit Ud into the di essing-room com- 
mnnicitin* vitli Airs Giemcs chamhii was a single 
inahogan\ btd of simple design and be\ond it was 
the #ooi thit opened u]>>n tla stone biUon\ To the 
right, beside tin window st )o I the drc->->m>, t ibit and 
on the anfbe r ( olouie d ( hine se i lx ^ore it the re show eel 
A large ii regal i biown tun wheic the wounded girl 
h^i lain In lh« etnlic ol the ii^,ht w dl w is in oil 
1 udoi fin pi ti ( w ith a la h e ik p im lU d in in^cl 

As we tntend th< ul m the bed look* I it mipiisi- 
tivel}, and a sli^hi flush uliuied he^* pile theeks 'she 
lay 0ti 1ki riL,lit skU i k mg the doeu hei buidi^id 
fthouldir sujipoiled bv pille>ws in I liei left hind shin 
and white U]> >n the blue li iiied loverlet \ 

remnant ol liei ie ii ol the la^ht be hue seemed sLdl to 
linger in liei blue e>es 

Doetor Von Idem went to her ind sitting down on 
the edge of the be d pi u t el his h ino on he is Ifib manner 
was at oflee pieite^etise indiinxMi onal 

“The e gentlemen w iiit to a‘k ^ou a few questions, 
Ada,* •he explau' d, with a re issiiiing smile, and aa 
you were so much stronger this ifteinoon I brought 
them up. Do you fe el eetual to it ^ *' 

She nodded her head wearily, her eves on the doctor. 
Vanoe, who had paused b\ the ininlel to inspect 
the hand-carsing of the quadiaj, now turned and ap- 
proached tlie bcel. 

Sergeant,' he said, '‘if >ou don’t mind, let me talk 
to Mias Greene first " 

Hqf^h leahzed, I tlunk, that the situ ition called for 
toCMnd dehcacy, and it w<is typie d of the man's funda« 
bimess tlut he at once btepped ii->ido. 

"MiSf Greene/* said Vance, m a quiet, genial voice. 
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dTaiving up a small chair beside the bed, ''we'se very 
anxious to clear up the m 3 rstery about last night's 
tragedy; and, as you are the only person who is in a 
position to help us, we want you to recall for us, as 
nearly as you can, just what happened/' 

The girl took a deep breath. 

"It — ^it was awiul,” she said weakly, looking straight 
ahead. "After I had gone to sleep— I don't know just 
wha^.. time — something woke me up. 1 can't tell you 
what it was; but <il] of a sudden I was wide awake, and 
the strangest leeling came over me. . . ." She closed 
her eyes, and an involuntary shudder swept her body. '* It 
was as though someone were in the room, threatening 
me. . . /* Her voice faded away into an awed silence. 

"Was the room dark^" Vance asked gently.* 

"Pitch-dark." Slowly she turned hex eyes to him. 
"That's why I was so frightened. I couldn't sec any- 
thing, and I imagined thcie was a ghost — or evil spirit — 
near me. I tricKl to call out, but 1 couldn’t make a sound. 
My throat felt dry and — and stiff." 

"Typical constriction due to fright, Ada," explained 
Von Blon. "Many people can't speak when they're 
frightened. — ^Thon w^hat happened ? " . 

"I lay trembling for a few minutes, but not a sound 
came from anywhere in the room. Yet I knew — I knew — 
someb(Kly, or something, that meant to harm me was 
here. ... At last I forced myself to get up— very 
quietly. I wanted to turn on the lights — the darkness 
frightened me so. And after a wliilc I was standing up 
beside the bed here. Then, for the first time, J coaid see 
the dim light of the windows ; and it made things seem 
more real somehow. So I began to grope my way towards 
the electric switch there by the door. I had only gone a 
little way when ... a hand . • • touched me. . . ." 

Her lips were trembling, and a look of horror came into 
her wide-open eyes. 

"I— I was so stunned,” she struggled on, "I hardly 
know what I did. •Again I tried to scream, but I couldn’t 
even open my lips. And then I turned and ran away 
from the — ^the thing — ^toward the window. I had almost 
leached it when 1 heard someone coming after 
queer, shuffling sound — and 1 knew it was the end* • • • 
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There was an awful noise, and something hot struck the 
back of my shoulder. I was suddenly nauseated ; the light 
of the window disappeared, and I felt myself sinking 
down — deep. . . 

When she ceased speaking a tense silence fell on the 
room. Her account, for all its simplicity, had been tre- 
mendously gr.iphic. Like a gicat actR'ss she had man- 
aged to convey to her hsteners the vcr>' emotional essence 
of her story. ^ 

Vance waited several moments before speaking. 

‘*It was frightful experience T* he muinuiTed s>in- 
pathetically. '"I wish it wasn't necessaiy to wony you 
about details, buf there are se\ oral points 1 W hke to go 
over with you." 

* She smilc^ faintly in appreciation of his considcrate- 
ness, and waited. 

•If you tru'd hard, do you think you could locall wliat 
wakened you?" he askeil. 

“No — there wasn’t any sound th.it 1 can remember." 

"l>id 3 ’ou leave youi door unloc ked la^l niglit ? " 

"I think so. 1 don't generally loi k it." 

"And you heard no door oih'u or ^ lo.se— an v where?" 

"No, none. E^’ij thing m the house was perlectly 
still." 

"And yet you knew that someone w.is in the room. 
How was that?" Vance’s voice, though gentle, was 
persistent. 

"J— doR't know . . . and yet there must have been 
something that told me." 

“LxRctly! Now iry to think." Vance bent a little 
nearer to Ihe troubled girl. " A soft breathing perhaps — 
a slight gust of air as the person moved by your bed — a 
faint odour of perfume ... ? " 

She frowned painfully, as if trying to recall the elusive 
cause of her dread. 

"I can't think — I can't remember." Her voice was 
scarcely audible. "I was so terribly frightened." 

"If only we could ♦ace the sourcef' Vance glanced 
at the doctor, who nodded undcrstandmgly, and said: 

"Obviously some association whose stimulus went 
inuttcogmaed/* 

"Did you fed, Miss Greene, that you knew the person 





who was here ? continued Vance. That is to ssiy^ 
it a familiar presence ? *' 

‘ * I don't know exactly. I only know I was afraid of it. *' 

“But you heard it move towards you after you had 
risen and fled towards the window. Was there any famili- 
arit^?^ in the sound ? “ 

“Ko!“ I’or tke first time she sjioke with emphasis. 
“It was just footsleps — soft, sliding footsteps." 

course, finyone miglit have ^\alk(;d that way in 
the dark, or a person in bedroom slippers. . . 

“It was only a few steps — and then came the awful 
noise and burning." 

Vance wailed a moment. 

“Tiy very hard to r<‘tall tlioso steps — or rather your 
impression of lliem. V’ould you say they wefc the steps 
of a man or a woman ? " 

An added jiallor overspread the girl's face; andjlier 
frightened (yes ran over all the occui)ants of the room. 

Her breathing, I noticed, had quickened; and twice 
she parted her lips as if to speak, but checked hcTSclf each 
time. At last slic said in a low tremulous voice: 

“ 1 don't know — I liaven't tlie slightt st idea." 

A short, high-strung laugh, bitter «Hnd sneering, burst 
from Sibella; and all e}*es \\er(» fumed in amazed atten- 
tion in her direction. She stood rigidly at the foot of tlie 
bed, her face flushed, her hands tightly clenched at her 
side. 

“Why don’t you tell them you recognized my foot- 
steps?" she demanded of her sister in biting tones. 
“You had every intention of doing so. Haven't got 
courage enough left to lie — you sobbing little cat ? “ 

Ada caught her breath and seemed to draw herself 
nearer to the doctor, who gave Sibella a stern, admonitory 
look. 

“Oh, I say. Sib! Hold your tongue." It was Chester 
who broke the startled silence that followed the out- 
break. 

Sibella shrug^^ her shouldeis and walked to the 
window; and Vance again turned his attention to the 
girl on the bed, continuing his questioning as if nothing 
had happened. 

“ There's one more point. Miss Greene." His tone was 
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Ihflwi ‘gentler than before. "When you groped your way 
across the room toward the switch, at what point did you 
come in contact with the unseen person ? 

.. y About half-way to the door — ^just beyond that 
centre-table.” 

'* You say a hand touched j^ou. But how did it touch 
you ? Did it shove you. or try to tatfb hold of you ? ” 

She shook her head vaguely. -ia™ - 

“Not exactly. I don't know how to explain itrBut I 
seemed to walk into the hand, as though it were out- 
stretched — ^reaching for me.” 

“Would you swy it was a large hand or a small one? 
Did you, for instance, get the impression of strength ? ” 

There ^yas another silence. Agnin the girl's respiration 
quickened, -and she cast a frightened glance at Sibella, 
who stood staring out into the black, springing branches 
ofHhe trees in the side 3'ard. 

“I don’t know— oh, I don't know!” Her words were 
like a stifled cry of anguish. “ I didn’t notice. It was aD 
so sudden — so horrible.” 

“But try to think,” urged Vance’.s low, insistent 
voice, “ Surely you got some impression. Was it a man's 
hand, or a woniaifs? ” 

Sibella now cjimc swiftly to the bod. her cheeks very 
pale, her eyes blaming. For a inoinenl she glareil at the 
stricken girl; then .she tunied resolutely to \"aiicc. 

" You Risked me domistairs if 1 had any idea as to who 
might have done the shooting. I didn’t answer you then, 
but HI answer you now'. I’ll tell you who’s guilty! ” She 
jerked her head coward the bed, and pointed a quivering 
Anger at the still figure lying there. “ There's the guilty 
one — that snivelling little outsider, that sweet angelic 
little snake in the grass!” 

So incredible, so unexpected, was this accusation that 
for a time no one in the room spoke. A groan burst from 
Ada’s lips, and she clutched at the doctor's hand with a 
spasmodic movement of dc.spair. 

“Oh, Sibella — how’^ould you!” she breathed. 

Von Blon had stiflened, and an angry light came into 
• bis eyes. But before he could speak Sitella was rushing 
on with her illogical, astounding indictment. 

“Ob, she's the one who did it! And she's deceiving 
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you just as ^e's always tried to deceive the Test of vs. 
She hates us — she's hated us ever since father brought 
her into this house. She resents us — ^the things we have* 
the very blood in our veins. Heaven knows what blood's 
in hers. She hates us because she isn't our equaf. She'd 
gladly see us all murdered. She killed Julia first* because 
Julia ran the house and saw to it that she did something 
It) earn hfr livelihood. She despises us; and she planned 
i» of us." 

The girl on the bed looked piteously from one to the 
other of us. There was no resentment in her eyes; she 
appeared stunned and unbelieving, as if she doubted the 
reality of what she had heard. 

"Most interestin'," drawled Vance. It uras his ironic 
tone, more than the iverds themselves, tha^ focused all 
e3^s on him. He had been watching Sibella during her 
tirade, and his gaze was still on her. 

" You seriously accuse your sister of doing the shoot- 
ing ? " He spoke now in a pleasant, almost fiiendly, voice, 

" I dot " she declared brazenly. " She hattiS us all." 

" As far as that goes," smilt»d Vance, " I haven't noticed 
a superabundance of love and atfoction in any of the 
Greene family." His tone was withdUt offence. "And 
do you f)asc your accusation on anything specific, 
Greene ? " 

"Isn't it specific enough that she wants us all out of 
the way, tliat she thinks she would have everything — 
ease, luxury, freedom — ^if there wasn't anyone else to 
inherit tlie Greene money ? " 

" Hardly specific enough to warrant a direct accusation 
of so heinous a character, — ^And by the by. Miss GrcHsnc, 
just how would you explain the mctliod of the crime if 
called as a witness in a court of law ? You couldn't alto- 
gether ignore the fact that Miss Ada herself was shot in 
the back, don't y' know ? " 

For the first time the sheer impossibility of the accusa- 
tion seemed to strike Sibella. She became sullen; and 
her mouth settled into a contourrof angry bafflement, 

"As 1 told you once before, I'm not a poUcewomaa/* 
she retorted. "Crime isn't my speciality." 

"Nor logic either apparently." A whimsical note 
or^t into Vance's voice. "But perhaps I misinterpret 



your accusation. Did you mean to imply that Miss Ada 
shot your sister Julia, and that someone else — ^party or * 
parties unknown, 1 believe the phrase is — shot Miss Ada 
immediately afterwards— in a spirit of vengeance, per- 
haps? A crime d quatre tnains, so to speak ? 

Sibella's confusion was obvious, but her stubborn 
wrath had in no wise abated. 

" Well, if that was the way it happened,” sneHQuntergl 
malevolently, *‘it's a rotten shame they didn't'® tne 
job better." 

"The blunder may at least prove unfortunate for 
somebody," suggested Vance pointedly. "Still, I hardly 
think we can seriously entertain the double-culprit theor>^ 
Botti of your sisters, d’ye see, were shot with the same 
gun — a '3^ jevolver — within a f<fw rninutes of each other. 
I'm afraid that we'll have to be coiiteni with one guilty 
person. " 

SibelUVs manner suddenly became sly and calculating. 

"What kind of a gun was yours, Chet ? " she asked her 
brother. 

"Oh, it w'as a *32, all right — an old ^mith and Wesson 
revolver." Chester was painfully ill at ease, 

"Was it, indeeii^? Well, tlml’s that." She turned her 
back on us and went again to the window. 

The tension in the room slackened, and Von RIon 
leaned solicitously over the tvounded girl and rearranged 
the pillows. 

"EverJ^one's upset, Ada." he said soothingly. "You 
mustn't worry about what's happened. Sibtila’il be sorry 
to-mofrow and make amends. This affair has got on 
everybody's nerves." 

The girl gave him a grateful glance, and seemed to 
relax under his administrations. 

After a moment he straightened up and looked at 
Markham. 

"I hope you gentlemen are through — ^for to-day, at 
least." 

Both Vance and Maskham had riseA, and Heath and 
1 had followed suit; but at that moment Sibella strode 
toward us again. 

**Waitr' she commanded imperiously. "I've just 
thought of somethmg. Chet's revolver! I know where 
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it went . — She took it." Again she pointed accusingly at 
Ada. "I saw her in Chet*s room the other day, and I 
wondered then why she was snooping about there." She 
gave Vance a triumphant leer. "That's specific, isn't it ? " 

"What day w^as this, Miss Greene?" As before, his 
calmness seemed to counteract the effect of her venom. 

"W'hat day? I*don‘t remember exactly. Last week 
s^me tim*dr" 

"'Kfc'^day you were looking for your emerald pin, 
perhaps ? " 

Sibella hesitated; then said angrily; "I don't recall. 
Why should I remember the exact time ? All 1 know is 
that, as 1 was passing down the hall, I glanced into Chet's 
room — the door was half open — and 1 saw her in there 
... by the desk." 

"And was it unusual to see Miss Ada in your brother's 
room ? " \'ancc spoke without any particular interests 

"She never goes into any of our rooms." declared 
Sibella. "Except Rex’s, sometimes. Julia told her long 
ago to keep out of them." 

Ada gave her sister a look of infinite entreaty. 

"Oh, Sibella," she moaned; "what have I ever done 
to make you dislike me so ? " 

"What have you done!" The other's voice was harsh 
and strident, and a look almost demoniacal smouldered 
in her levelled eyes. "Everything! Nothing! Oh, 
you're clever — with your quiet, sneaky ways, and your 
patient hang-dog look, and your goody-goo<ly’ manner. 
But you don't pull the wool over niy eyes. You've been 
hating all of us ever since you came here. And you've 
been waiting for the chance to kill us, planning and 
scheming — you vile little 

"Sibella!" to was Von Blon's voice that, like the lash 
of a whip, cut in on this unreasoned tirade. " That will be 
enough!" He moved forward, and glanced menacingly 
into the girl’s eyes. I was almost as astfmi.shcd at his 
attitude as 1 had been at her wild words. Tliere was 
a curious intimaCy in his manlier — an implication of 
familiarity which struck me as unusual even for a family 
physician of his long and friendly standing. Vance 
noticed it too, for his eyebrows went up slightly and he 
watched the scene with intense interest. 
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** You've become hysterical," Von Blon said, without 
-lowering his minatory gaze. "You don’t realize what* 
you’ve been saying." 

I felt he would have expressed himself far more forcibly 
if strangers had not been present. But his words had 
their effect. Sibella dropped her eyes, and a sudden 
change came o\er her. She covereef her face with her 
hands, and ht wIk le bo ly shook with sobs. V 

“rm — burry, 1 was mad — and sillv' — to siv'^such 
things." 

"You’d better dvo Sil-clla to her loom, Cinder." 
Von Blon ha<l imed liis p don il tune. ‘This 
business has lu'en t<K> muel jr h< 

The girl iiirmd w ul and wont out, 

fol lowed T.)y C hester. 

‘*l'hese modern women — a m Blon com- 

nfenled Itu'onit rdly. Tlien h I on Ada’s 

forehead. "Now, yenmg l.u > eive you 

something to make you sleup itement," 

He IkkI scarcely opi'oed hi to prepare 

the draught wlieii a shrill, omp ilrifted 

clearly to us from the next i »m: ; ^ first time 

I noticed that Ih? dour of th little ooni which 

communicated with Mrs. Cireene s «iiuirter5 ns slij^htly 
ajar. 

"What’s all the trouble now' Hasn’t there been 
cnouglulisturbaiice already without these noisy .scenes in 
my veiy’ ear? But it doesn’t matter, of course, how* much 
1 sufler. . . , Nurse! Shut those doors into Ada's 
room. You had no business to leave them open when you 
knew I w'as tiydng to get a little rest. A"oii did it on pur- 
pose to annoy me. . . . And, nurse ! Tell the doctor I 
must see him before he goes. I have those slabbing ]>ains 
in my spine again. But wdio thinks about me, lying 
here paralysed ? " 

The doors were closed softl}^ and the fretful voice was 
cut off from us. 

" She could have had the doors clofcd a long time ago 
if she’d really w^inted them closed," said Ada wearily, a 
look of distress on her drawn white face. "Why, Doctor 
Von, does she alwrays pretend that everyone deliberately 
makes her suffer?" 
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Von Blon sighed. *'I've told yon, Ada, that yon 
* mustn't take your mother's tantrums too seriously, mr 
irritability and complaining are part of her disease.'* 

We bade the girl good-bye, and the doctor walked with 
us into the hall. 

*‘I'm afraid you didn't learn much," he remarked* 
almost apologeticaUy. "It's most unfortunate Ada didn't 
get a loQj^at her assailant." He addressed himself to 
HbatiSt-^ Did you, by the way, look in the dining-rooui 


"One of the first places we inspected." The sergeant's 
voice was a bit disdainful. "And that reminds me, doc: 
I want to send a man up in the morning to look for 
finger-prints in Miss Ada's room." ' 

Von Blon, agreed amiably, and held out Lis hand to 
Markham. * 

"And if there's any way I can be of service to you 
or the police," he added pleasantly, "please call on 
me. I'll be only too glad to help. 1 don't sec just what 
I can do, but one never knows." 

Markham thanked him, and we descended to the 
lower hall. Sproot was waiting to help^us with our coats, 
and a moment later we were in the District Attorney’s 
car ploughing our way through the snowdrifts. 


wall-safe to make sure nothing was missing ? You kno^ 
there's one there behind the big niello over the mantef. 


Chapter VII ' Vance Argues ftiE Case 

{Tuesday, November gtk ; 5 p.m.) 

It was nearly five o’clock when we reached the Criminal 
Courts Building. Swacker had lit the old bronze-and» 
china chandelier of Markham's private office, and an 
atmosphere of eerie gloom pervaded the room. 

"Not a nice family, Markham, old dear," sighed 
Vance, lying back in one of the deep Icather-upholsteied 
chairs. " Decidedly not a nice family. A family run to 
seed, its vigour vHiated. If thGi»hcrcdit’ry sires of the 
contempor’ry Greenes could rise from their sepulchiea 
and look in upon their present progeny, my wo^t whnt 
a jolly good shock they'd have! . . . Funny thing hosr 
old families degenerate under the envicoiH&eiill cll 
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ease anid idleness. There are the Wittelbachs, and the 
Komanoffs, and the Julian-Claudian house, and the 
Abbasside dynasty--^all examples of phyletic disin- 
tegration. . . . And it's the same ^ith nations, don't 
y‘ know. Luxury and unrestrained indulgence are cor- 
ruptin' influences. Look at Rome under the soldier 
emperors, and Ass}Tia under Sardauapalus, and Egypt 
under the later Ramessids, and the Vandal African 
empire under Gclimer. It’s very distressin'." 

'M ' Your erudite observations might be highly absorbing 
TO the social historian," grumbled Markham, with an 
undisguised show oi irritability; "but I can’t say they're 
particularly edifying, or even relevant, in the present 
circumstances." 

"I wdhldn't be too positive on that point," Vance 
returned easily, “in fact, I submit, for your earnest 
aiid profound consideration, the temperaments and 
internal relationships of the Greene clan, as pointers 
.upon the dark road of the present investigation. , . • 
Really, y* know" — he assumed a luunoursoiue tone— 
"it's most unfortunate that you and the sergeant are 
so obsessed with the idea of social justice and that sort 
of thing; for society would be much better off if such 
families as the Greenes were exterminated. Still, it’s a 
fascinatin’ problem — most fliscimitin’." 

"I regret I can't share your enthusiasm for it." Mark- 
ham spoke with asperity. "The crime strikes me as 
sordid «ftid commonplace. And if it hadn't been for your 
interference I'd have sent Chester Greene on his way 
this tiiorning with some tactful platitudes. But you had 
to intercede, with your cryptic innuendoes and mysterious 
bead-waggings; and I foolishly let myself be drawn into 
it. Well, I trust you had an enjoyable afternoon. As for 
myself, I have three hours’ accumulated work before me." 

His complaint was an obvious suggestion that we tadke 
ourselves off; but Vance showtkl no intention of going. 

"Oh, I shan't depart just yet," he announced, with 
a bantering smile. J|(I couldn't bring myself to leave 
you in your present state of grievous error. You need 
’guidance, Markham; and I've quite made up my miod 
to pour out my flutterin' heart to you. and the sergeant/^ 
t.. M ark ha m frowned. He understood Vance so weU 
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he knew the other's levity was only superficial — ^that, 
^indeed, it cloaked some particularly serious 'purpose. 
And the experience of a long, intimate friendship had 
taught him that Vance's actions — however unreasonable 
they might appear — were never the result of an idle whim. 

“Very well,” he accjuiesced. "But I'd be grateful 
for an economy of T;ords.” 

\'ance fV^hod mournfully. 

*‘Yfeux attitude is so typical of Ihe spirit of breathless 
spcerl existing in this restless day.” lie hxed an in<iuisi- 
tive gaze on Heath. “Tell me, Sergeant: you saw the 
body’ of Julia Greene, didn't you?” 

” Sure, I saw it.” 

"Was her position in the bed a nntural one?" 

"How do I know ho'*" she generally laid in bed?" 
Heath was restive and in bad Imniour. "She was half 
sitting up, with a coupla pillows under her shouldew, 
and the covers pulled up.” 

"Mothing unusual about her attituclo?” 

"Not that I could see. Tliere hadn't been a struggle, 
if that’s what you mean." 

"And her hands: were they outside or under the 
covers? ” 

Heath looked up, mildly aslonislied. 

"They were outside. And, now tliat you mention it, 
they had a tight hold on tlic spread.” 

"Clutching it, in fact? ” 

"Well, yes.” 

Vance leaned fon^ ard quickly’’. 

"And her face, Sergeant? Had she been shot ih her 
sleep ? " 

"It didn't look that way. Her eyes were wide open, 
staring straight ahead.” 

“Her eyes were open and staring,” repeated Vance, 
a note of eagerness coming into his voice. What would 
you say her expression indicated? Fear? Horror? 
Surprise?" 

Heath regarded 'Vance shrewdly, "Well, it mighta 
been any one of 'em. Her mouth was open, like as if 
she was surprised at something." 

"And she was clutching the spread with both hands.^' 
Vance's look drifted into space. Then slowly he rose 
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and 'v^alkcd the length of the office and back, his head 
down. He halted in front of the District Attorney's^ 
desk, and leaned over, resting both hands on the back 
of a c hair. 

“Listen, Markham. There’s something terrible and 
unthinkable going on in that house. No haphazard 
unknown assassin came in by the fsont door last night 
and shot do^Mi those two \vomen. The crime ^,,^8 planned 
— ^thought out. Someone lay in wait — someone 
know his way about — knew where the light-switches 
were, knew when everyone was aslee]>, knew when the 
scr\ants had retired — knew just when and liow to strike 
the blow. Some deep, awful motive lies behind that 
crime. Ihere are dc])tlis bmc.ith depths in what hap- 
pened lakt night — obscure fetiW thambers of the human 
soul. Black hatreds, rinnatural de^^irts. hideous impulses, 
ai>scene ambitions are at the bottom of it; and you 
are only playing into the murderer’s hands when you 
tit back and refuse to see its signihcance.” 

His voice had a curious hushed ciuahty, and it was 
difficult to behove that this w’as the habitually delniniUr 
and cynic.il Vance. 

“That house is polluted, Maikhani. It’s crumbling 
in decay — not malt rial decay, peihaps, but a putie- 
f act ion far more terrible. I he \er}’ heart and essence 
of that old luni‘?e is rotting away. And all the inmates 
arc lotting with it, disiiilegr.iting in spirit .iiul mind and 
character. IIk y \ e been polluted by the \ c ly atmosphere 
thev’\e creafetl. This crime, which you take Sf) lightly, 
w^as inevitable in such a setting. I only wonder it w.is 
not more terrible, moie \ ile. It maiked one of the tertiary 
stages of the general dissolution of that abnormal 
cslablislimeiit." 

lit' j>aus('d, and exti luh'd his liand in a hopelc-ss gesture, 

“Think of the situation. Ihat old, lonely, sjucious 
Louse, exuding the musty atmos]ihoie of dead genera- 
tions, faded inside and out, run tlowm, clingy, filled w'ith 
ghosts of another dHy, standing tLert' m its ill-kept 
grounds, lapped by tlu' tliity WMters ot the river. , . . 
And then think of those six ill-soited ri'stless, unhealthy 
beings compelled to live there 111 daily contact foi a 
quarter of a century — such w^as old Tobias Grecne'f 



pearvierted idealism. And they've lived there, day in and 
•day out, in that mouldy miasma of antiquity — unfit 
to meet the conditions of any alternative, too weak or 
too cowardly to strike out alone ; held by an undermining 
security and a corrupting ease; growing to hate the very 
sight of one another, burning bitter, spiteful, jealous, 
vicious; wearing d<vivn each other’s nerves to the raw; 
consumed ^dth resentment, aflame with hate, thinking 
e'lfil — complaining, fighting, snarling, . . . Then, at last, 
the breaking point — the logical, ineluctable figuration of 
all this self-feeding, ingrowing hatred." 

"All of that is easy to understand." agreed Markham. 
"But, after all, your conclusion is wnolly theoretic, 
not to say literary. — By what tangible links do you 
connect last night’s shooting with the admittedly abnor* 
mal situation at the Greene mansion?" 

"There are no tangible links — ^that’s the horror af 
it. But the joinders are there, however shadowy. I 
began to sense them the minute I entered the house; 
and all this afternoon I was reaching for them blindly. 
But they eluded me at every turn. It was like a house 
of mazes and false passages and trap-doors and reeking 
oubliettes: nothing normal, nothing sane — Sk house in 
a nightmare, peopled by strange, abnormal creatures, 
each reflecting the subtle, monstrous horror that broke 
forth last night and went prowling about the old hall- 
ways. Didn’t you sense it? Didn’t you see the vague 
shape of this abomination continually flash out *and dis< 
appear as we talked to these people and watched them 
battling against their own hideous thoughts anfi sus- 
picions ? " 

Markham moved uneasily and straightened a pile of 
papers before him. Vance's unwonted gravity had 
affected him. 

i"I understand perfectly what you mean," he said. 
"But I don’t see that your impressions bring us any 
nearer to a new theory of the crime. The Greene mansion 
is unhealthy-— thatis granted — anckso, no doubt, are the 
people in it. But I'm afraid you've been oversusceptible 
to its atmosphere. You talk as if last night's crime 
were comparable to the poisoning orgies of & Efqfglu 
or the Marquise de Brinvilliers affair, or the muri^ dC 
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’Dnistis and Germanicus; or the suffocation of the York 
princes in the Tower. I'll admit the setting is consonant' 
with that sort of stealthy, romantic crime; but, after 
all, housebreakers and bandits are shooting people sense- 
lessly every week throughout the country, in very much 
the same way the two Greene women were shot." 

"You're shutting your eyes to thh facts, Markham," 
Vance declared earnestly. "You're overlooting seve^jil 
strange features of last night's crime — ^the horrified 
astounded attitude of Julia at the moment of death; 
the illogical interval between the two shots; the fact 
that the lights. were on in both rooms; Ada's story of 
that hand reaching for her; the absence of any signs 
of a forced entry " 

"What^about those footprints in the snow?" in- 
terrupted Heath's matter-of-fact voice. 

• " What about them, indeed ? " Vance wheeled about. 
" They're as incomprehensible as the rest of this hideous 
business. Someone walked to and from the house within 
a half-hour of the crime; but it was someone wlio knew 
he could get in quietly and without disturbing anyone. 

"There's nothing mysterious about that," as.sertcd 
the practical sergeant, " There are four serv'ants in the 
house, and any one of 'em could've been in on the job." 

Vance smiled ironically. 

"And this accomplice in the house, who so generously 
opened Jhe front door at a specified hour, failed to inform 
the intruder where the loot was, and omitted to acquaint 
him with the arrangement of the house; with the result 
that, once he was inside, he went astray, overlooked the 
dining-room, wandered iipstciirs, went groping about the 
hall, got lost in the various bedrooms, a seizure of 
panic, shot two women, turned on the lights by switches 
hidden behind the furniture, made his way downstairs 
without a sound when Sproot was within a few feet 5f 
him, and \ 7 alked out the front door to freedom! . • . 
A strange burglar. Sergeant. And an even stranger 
ffiside accomplice. — your explanation won't do— 
decidedly it won't do." He turned back to Markham. 
*^And the only way you'll ever find the true explanation 
those shootings is by understanding the unnatural 
situation that exists in the house itself." 
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^ '* But we know the situation, Vance/' Markham argued 
patiently. "I'll admit it's an unusual one. But it's not 
necessarily criminal. Antagonistic human elements are 
often thrown togetiier; and a mutual hate is generated 
as a result. But mere hate is rarely a motive for murder; 
and it certainly does not constitute evidence of criminal 
activity." 

"Perhaps'not. But hatred and enforced propinquity 
may breed all manner of abnormalities — outrageous 
passions, abominable evils, devilish intrigues. And in 
|he present case there are any number of curious and 
sinister facts that need explaining " 

"Ah! Now you're becoming more tangible. Just what 
are these facts that call for explanation ? " 

Vance lit a cigarette and sat down on the erlge of the 
table. 

"For instance, why did Chester Greene come here ill 
the first place and solicit your help? Because of the 
disappearance of the gun? Maybe; but I doubt if it 
is the whole explanation. And what about the gun 
itself? Did it disappear? Or did Chester secrete it? 
Deuced queer about the gun. And Sibella said she saw it 
last week. But did she see it? We'll know a lot more 
about the case when we can trace the peregrinations of 
that revolver. — And why did Chester hear the first shot 
so readily, when Rex, in the next room to Ada's, says be 
failed to hear the second shot? — And that long interval 
between the two reports will need some explaining. — And 
there's Sproot — the multilingual butler who happened to 
be reading Martial — ^Martial, by all that’s holy! — when 
the grim business took place, and came directly to the 
sce^e without meeting or hearing anyone. — And just 
what significance attaches to the pious Hemming's 
oracular pronounc^ements about the I^rd of hosts smiting 
the Greenes as He did the children of I^abylon? She 
has some obscure religious notion in her head — ^which, 
after all, may not bg so obscure. — ^And the German cook: 
there's a woman with, as we cjfphemistically say, a 
past. Despite her phlegmatic appearance, she’s not of 
the servant class; yet she's been feeding the Greenes 
dutifully for over a dozen years. You recall her explana* 
tion of how she came to the Greenes? Her husband 







was a friend of old Tobias's; and Tobias gfave orders 
she was to remain as cook as long as she desired. Sh# 
needs explaining, Markham — and a dashed lot of it.— 
And Rex, with his projecting parietals and his wambly 
body and his periodic fits. \Vhy did he get so excited 
when wc questioned him? He certainly didn’t act like 
an innocent and uncomprehending spectator of an 
iittempled burglary. — ^And again I mentiqp the lights. 
Who turned thorn on, and why? And in both roo«nsl 
In Julia’s room before the shot was fired, for she evidently 
saw the assassin and understood liis imrpose; and mk 
Ada’s room, affer the shooting! Those are facts whic^ 
fairly shrit'k for explanation ; lor without an explanation 
they’re mad, irrational, utterly incrediVilc. — And why 
wasn’t •Von lllon at lionie in tlie middle of tlie night 
when Spfoc»t ]ilioned him? liow did it h»ipy>en he 

^levcTtheli ss arrived so promptly? ColnejilenLO ? . . • 
And, by tlie by, Sergeant: was that double set of foot- 
prints like the single spoor of ilie doctor’s?" 

" There wasn’t any way of telling. The snow Nvas too 
flaky." 

"They probably don’t matter particularly, anyhow.’' 
Vanco again faced Markham and resinned his reiapitula- 
tion. "And then there are the points of (lifiereiieo in 
these two attacks. Julia was shot from the front when 
she was in bed, whereas Ada was shot in the back after 
she had risen from beil, although the murderer had ample 
time td go to her and take aim w hile she was still lying 
down. Why did he w'ait silently until the girl got up and 
appiSvachcd him? How did he dare wait at all after 
he had killed Julia and alarmed the house? Does that 
strike you as panic? Or as cool-headcdncss ? — And 
how did Julia’s door come to be unlocked at that par- 
ticular time ? That’s something I especially w^ant clarified. 
— And perhaps you noticed, IMarkham, that Cheater 
himself went to summon Sibella to the interview in 
the drawing-room, and that he remained with her a 
considerable time. JlV’hy, now, did he send Sproot for 
Rex, and fetch Sibella personally ? And why the delay ? 
1 yearn for an explanation of what passed between 
them before they eventually appeared. — And why was 
Sibella so definite that there wasn't a burglar, and yet 
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so evasive when we asked her to suggest a counter* 
ttheory? What underlay her satirical frankness when she 
held up each member of the Greene household, including 
herself, as a possible suspect ? — And then there are the 
details of Ada's story. Some of them are amazing, in- 
comprehensible, aliiiost fabulous. There was no apparent 
sound in the room;^yet she \v;is conscious of a menacing 
presence. 4ind th<it outstretched hand and the shuffling 
footsteps — we simply must have an explanation of those 
things. And her hesitancy about saying whether she 
thought it was a man or a woman ; and Sibella's evident 
belief that the girl thought it was she. That wants ex- 
plaining, Markham. — And Sil^lla’s hystu*ical accusation 
against Ada. What lay behind that? — And don’t forget 
that curious scene between Sibclla and Von Blon when 
he reproached her for he? outburst. That was devilish 
odd. Tliere’s some intimacy thero-^a saute aux yeujr^ 
You noticed how she obeyed him. And you doubt kss 
observed, too, that Ada is rather fond of the doctor; 
snuggled up to him figuratively during the performance, 
opened her eyes on him wistfully, looked to liini for 
protection. Oh, our little Ada has flutterings in lus 
direction. And yet he adopts the hov<*ring professional 
bedside manner of a high-pnccd medico toward her, 
whereas he treats Silx^lla very much as ChesitT might 
if he had the courage." 

Vance inhaled deeply on his cigaretfe. 

"Yes, Markham, there arc many things thilt must 
be satisfactorily accounted for before 1 can believe m 
your hypothetical burglar." 

Markham sat for a while, engrossed in his thouglits. 

"I’ve listened to your Homeric catalogue, Vance,” 
he said at length, "but I can’t say that it inflames 
me. You’ve suggested a number of interesting possi- 
^itics, and rais<^ several points that might bear looking 
into. However, the only potential weight of your argu- 
ment lies in an accumulation of items which, taken 
separately, are not«particu]arly inipressive. A plausible 
answer might be found for each one of them. The trouble 
is, the integers of your summary are without a connecting 
thread, and consequently must be regarded as separate 
units.” 
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''That legal mind of youra!" Vance rose and j[>aced 
up and down. **An accumulation of queer and un^ 
explained facts centring about a crime is no more im* 
pressive than each separate item in the total 1 Well, 
well! I give up. I renounce all reason. I fold up my 
tent like the Arabs and as silently steal away." He 
took up his coat. “I leave you to your fantastic; delirious 
buiglar, who walks witliout keys into a hou^ and steals 
nothing, who kno^s when^ electric switches are hidden 
but can't find a slam ase, who shoots women and then 
turns up the lights. W'licn you find him, my dear I-yciir- 
gus, you should, in all huraanenohs, send him to the 
psychopathic ' ard. He’s quite unaccountable, 1 assure 
you." 

MarMiam, his opposition, had not been un- 

impressed. Vance unqucstidhably had undermined to 
^me extent his bcliei in a housebrtakor. But 1 could 
readily understand wliy he was reluct.int to abandon 
this theory until it ha<l l)cen thoroughly tested. His 
next words, in fact, explained his attitude. 

"I’m not denying the remote possibility that this 
affair may go deeper than appears. But there’s too 
little to go on at present to wan ant an investigation 
along other than routine lines. W<‘ can’t very well 
stir up an ungodly scandal by raking the members of 
a prominent family over the coals, when there’s not 
a scintilla of cMdencc against any one of them. It's 
too uifjust and dangerous a proceeding. \Vc must at 
least wait until the police have linislied their investiga- 
tion Then, if nollung develops, we can again take 
inventory and decide how to proceed. . • • How long, 
Sergeant, do you figure on being busy ? " 

Heath took bis cigar from his mouth and regarded it 
thoughtfully. 

"That's hard to say, sir. Dubois'll finish up his fin|[er-* 
psititing to-morrow, and we’re checking up on the 
regulars as fast as wc can. Also, I've got two men 
digging up the recoils of the Grecge servants. It may 
take a lot of time, and it may go quick. Depends on 
the breaks we get." 

Vance sighed. 

"And it was such a neat, fascinatm' crime! I’ve 



, iMURDp^ imSB 

rather been looking forward to it, dcQ*!: y' know, and 
^ow you talk of prying into the early amours of serving* 
maids and that sort of thing. It’s most disheartenin’." 

He buttoned his ulster about him and walked to the 
door. 

"Ah, well, there’s nothing for me to do while j^ou 
Jasons are launchc^d on your quaint quest. 1 think 
I'll retire ^d resume mv translation of Delacroix's 
‘Journal.’" 

But Vance was not destined then to finish liis task 
he had had in mind so long. Ihrec* days later the front 
pages of the country's press carik‘(l glaring headlines 
telling of a second grim and unaccountable tragedy 
at the old Greene mansion, which altered the tmtire 
character of the case and immediately liftceV it into 
the realm of the foremost fauscs celehrcs of modem times. 
After this second blow had fallen all ideas of a casuz^ 
were banished. 'J'hert; could no longer be any 
doubt that a hidden death-derding horror sfalkcd through 
the dim corridors of that fated house. • ' ^ 


Chapter VIII The Second Tjt.vcEDY 

(Friday, November 12 th ; 8 a,m.) 

The day after wc had taken leave of Markham at his 
office the rigour ol 11 c weatlier suddenly relaxed. The 
sun came out, and the thermometer rose nearly thirty 
degrees. I'oward night of the second day, however, a 
fine, damp snow began to fall, spreading a thin«ft'hite 
blanket over the city ; but around eleven the skies were 
again clear. 

I mention these facts because they had a curious 
bearing on the second crime at the Greene mansion. 
Footprints again appeared on the front walk; and, as a 
result of the clinging softness of the snow, the police also 
found tracks in the lower hall and on the marble stairs. 

Vance had spent Wednesday Thursday in his 
library reading desultorily and checking Vollard’s cata- 
logue of Cdzanne’s water-colours. The tliree-volume 
edition of the "Journal de Eugene Delacroix"* lay 
* E. Plon, Nounit et Cie, Paris, 1893. 
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on his writing-table; but I noticed that he did not 
so much as open it. He was restless and distracted,* 
and his long silences at dinner (which we ate together 
in the living-room before the great log fire) told me only 
too clearly that som'ething was perturbing him. More- 
over, he had sent notes cancelling several social engage- 
ments, and had given orders to Carrie, his .^alet and 
domestic factotum, that he was “out” to callers. 

As he sat sipping his cognac at the end of dinner on 
Thursday night, his eyes idly tracing the forms in the 
Renoir Ueigneiise above the mantel, he gave voice to his 
thoughts. 

“ *Pon my word, Van, 1 can't shake the atmosphere 
of that damnable house. Markham is probably right in 
refusing* tp take the matter icriously— one can't very 
well chivy a bereaved family simply because I'm over- 
dbnsitive. And 3*0 1" — he shook himself slightly-Til'it's 
most anno3'in'. Maybe I'm becoming weak afid 
emotional. 'V\’hat if I should suddcnl3^ go in for WhistJera 
and Bdcklinsl Could 3*ou endure it? Miscrer enostriA 
. . , ]^o, it won't come to that. But — clash it all ! — th£ 
Greene murder is haunting my slumbers like a lami^ 
And the business isn't over 3*et. There’s a hoirible 
incompleteness about what's already occurred. ..." 

It was scarcely eight o’clock on the following morning 
when Markham brought us the news of the second 
Greene, tragedy. I had risen early, and w’;is having my 
coffee in tluj library wdien Markham came in, brushing 
past yic astonished Currie with only a curt nod. 

“Get Vance out right away — will you, Van Dine?" 
he began, without e\ cn a word of greeting. “ Something 
serious has happened." 

I hastened to fetch Vance, who grumblingU^ slipped 
into a canid 's-liair dressing-gown and came leisurel}^ into 
the lib^a^3^ 

"My dear Markham!" he reproached the District 
Attorney. "Why pay your social calls in the middle of 
the night?" 

"This isn’t a social call," ’Markham told him tartly. 
"Chester Greene has been murdered." 

"Ah!" Vance rang for Currie and lighted a cigarette. 
"Coffee for two and clothes for one," he ordered, when 
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the man ai>peared. Then he sankiiAo a chair before the 
ihre and gave Markham a waggish look. ^'*That same 
unique burglar, 1 suppose. A perseverin' lad. Did the 
family plate disappear this tinm? " 

Markham gave a mirthless laugh. 

**No, the plate's intact, and I think we can now 
eliminate the burgW theory. I'm afraid your preironi* 
tions were correct— Hlamf^our uncanny faculty!" 

^Pour out your heart-breakin' story," Vance, for all 
his levity, was extraordinarily mtcrcsted. His moodiness 
of the past two days had given way to an almost eager 
alertness. 

" It was Sproot who phoned the news to Headquarters 
a little before midnight. The ojwator in the Homicide 
Bureau caught Heath at Ijome, and the sergesynt was at 
the Greene house in-sidc of half an hour. He's there now 
— phone 1 me at seven this mormng. I told him I'<* 
hurry out, so 1 didn’t get many details over the wire. AU 
1 know IS that Chester Greene was fatally shot last night 
at almost the exact hour that the former shootings 
occurred — little after half-past eleven." 

"Was he in his own room at the time?" Vance was 
pouring the coffee which Currie had brought in. 

"1 believe Heath did mention he was found in his 
bedroom," 

“ Shot from the front? " 

"Yes, through the heart, at very clo.se range." 

"Very interestin'. A duplication of Julia's death, as 
it weie." Vance became reflective. "So the old house 
has claimed another victim. But why Chester jT. . • 
Who found him, incidentally?" 

"SibcUa, I think Heath said. Her loom, you re- 
member, is next to Chester's, and the shot probably 
roused her. But we'd better be going." 

•Am I invited ? " 

"I wish you would come." Markham made no effort 
to hide his desire to have the other accompany him. 

"Oh, I had eve»7 intention ofi doing so, don't y' 
know." And Vance left the room abruptly to get dressed. 

It took the District Attorney's car but a few minutes 
to reach the Greene mansion from Vance's house in 
East 3 Sth Street. A patrolman stood guard outside the 
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great icon gatee, axi^ a plai^lothes man lounged on tiie 
ftont steps beneath the ar<pl||i doorway. 

Heath was in the drawingroom talking earnestly iu 
Inspector Moran, who l||d just arrived; and two tnon 
from the Homicide Bareli stood by the window awaiting 
orders. The house was j^uliarly silent: no member of 
the family was to be seen. 

The sergeant came forward #^nce. His visual ruddi- 
ness of complexion was gone andnis eyes were troublsd. 
He shook hands with Markham, and then gave Vance a 
look of friendly welcome. 

*‘You had the right dppe, Mr. Vance. Somebody's 
ripping things Wide open here; and it isn’t swag they're 
after." 

Inspedtor Moran joined us, ^nd again the handshaking 
ceremony *took place. 

* "This case is going to stir things up considerably^' he 
said. "And we're in for an unholy scandal if ive jpon't 
clean it up quickly." sT 

The worried look in Markham's face deepened. 

" The sooner we get to work, then, the better. Are you 
going to lend a hand, Inspector ? " 

"There's no need, I think," Moran answered quietly. 
"I'll leave the police end entirely with Sergeant Heath; 
and now that you — and Mr. Vance — are here, I'd be of 
no use." He gave Vance a pleasant smile, and made his 
adieux. "Keep in touch with me, Sergeant, and use ail 
the med you want." 

When he had gone Heath gave us the details of the 
crimef 

At about half-past eleven, after the family and the 
servants had retired, the shot was iired. Sibella was 
reading in bed at the time and heard it distinctly. She 
rose immediately and, after listening for several moments, 
stole up the servants’ stairs — the entrance to which was 
but a few feet from her door. Shefirakened the butler, and 
the two of them then went to Chester's room. The door 
was unlocked and the lights in theuoom were burning. 

• In^Motor William M. Moran, wbo died last sommer, had been the com* 
mandiogoAoerof the Detective Bureau for eight Teats. He was a man of fum 
aatiumraal qualities, and with bis death th^ew York Ifolioe Department loet 
4Miia of |ti most efficient and tnistworthr offidala. He had focoMdr bam a 
wiidaoiwii qp^kate banker who had been forced to cloae hia doaca daffilg Um 
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Chester Greene was sitting, slightly huddled, in a chair 
^ear the desk. Sproot we«| to lum, but saw that he 
was dead, and immediately left the room, locking the 
door. He then telephoned to the police and to Doctor 
Von Blon. 

* “I got here before Von Blon did,*' Heath explained. 
•'The doctor was ou^ again when the butler 'phoned and 
didn’t get the message till nearly one o’clock. I was damn 
glad of it, because it gave me a chance to check up on 
the footprints outside. The minute I turned in at the 
gate I could see that somebody had come and gone, the 
same as last time; and I whistled for the man on the** 
beat to guard the entrance until Snitkin drived. Then I 
came on in, keeping along the edge of the walk; and the 
first thing I noticed when Jthe butler opened the door was 
a little puddle of water on the rug in the hall. Somebody 
had recently tracked the soft snow in. 1 found a coupU 
other pudddes in the hall, and there were some wet 
imprints om the steps leading upstairs. Five minutes 
later Snitkm gave me the signal from the street, and I 
put him to work on the footprints outside. The tracks 
wer|| plain, and Snitkin was able to get some pretty 
aceftate measurements." 

Alter Snitkin had been put to work on the footprints, 
the sergeant, it seemed, went upstairs to Chester’s room 
and made an examination. But he found nothing 
unusual, aside from the murdered man in the c^dr, and 
after half an hour descended .again to the dining-room, 
where Sibella and Sproot wxtc waiting. He had just 
begun his questioning of them when Doctor Von Blon 
arrived. 

"I took him upstairs," said Heath, "and he looked at 
the body. He seemed to want to stick around, but I 
told him he’d be in the way. So he talked to Miss Greene 
out in the hall for five or ten minutes, and then left." 

Shortly after Doctor Von Blon’s dei)arturc two other 
men from the Homicade Bureau arrived, and the next 
two hours were spdht in interrog^ing the members of 
the household. But nobody, except Sibella, admitted 
even hearing the shot. Mrs. Greene w’as not questioned. 
When Miss Craven, the nur.se, who slept on the third 
floor, was sent in to her, she reported that the old lady 



THE MUfiPER CASE Sf 

was sleeping soundly; and the sergeant decided not to 
disturb her. Nor was Adailfiiwakened : according to the 
nurse, the girl had been asleep since nine o’clock. 

Ilex Creene, howeve^when interviewed, contributed 
one vague and, as it sfcenlBd. contradictory bit of evidence. 
He had been lying awake, he said, at the time tfce snow- 
fall ceased, which was a little after ek^ven. Then, about 
ten minutes later, he had imagined he hoard a faint 
shuffling noise in the hall and the sound of a door closiAg 
softly. He had thouglit nothing of it, and only recalled it 
,wheii pressed ])y Heath. A quarter of an hour after- 
ward he had looked at liis watch. It was then twenty- 
five minutes prAt eleven; and very soon after that he 
had fallen asleep. 

''The oqly queer thing abo]ji his story,” commented 
Heath, “is the time. If he’s telling the iale straight, he 
Ix'ard this noise and the door shutting twenty minutes 
or so before the shot was tired. And nobpdy in the 
house was up at the time. 1 tried to sh^e him on 
the question of the exact hour, but he stuck to it like a 
leech. I compared his watch with mine, and was O.K. 
Anyhow, there’s nothing much to the story. The Hfjnd 
mighta blown a door shut, or he mighta heard a H0ise 
out in the street and thought it was in the hall.” 

"Nevertheless, Sergeant.” put in Vance, “if I were 
you I'd file Ilex's story away for future meditation. 
Somehoy it appeals to me.” , 

Heath looked up sharply and was about to ask a 
question; but he changed his mind and said merely: 
“It's filed.” Then he finished his report to Markham. 

After interrogating the occupants of the house he had 
gone back to the Bureau, leaving his men on guard, and 
set the machinery of his office in operation. He had 
returned to the Greene mansion early that morning, 
and was now waiting for the Medical Examiner, the 
finger-print e:;perts, and the offleial photographer. He 
had given orders for the servatitft to remain in their 
quarters, and had instructed Sprooffto serve breakfast 
to all the members of the family in their own rooms. 

“Tins thing's going to take work, sir,” he concluded. 
**And it's going to be touchy going, too.” 

Markham n<^ded gravely, and glanced toward Vance, 
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vihose eyes were resting moodily on gn old oil-pamtlAg of 
^Tobias Greene. -* . 

**Does this new development help co-ordinate any of 
your former impressions?'' he asked. 

"It at least substantiates the feeling I had that this 
old hou§c reeks with a deadly iK>ison," Vance replied. 
"This thing is like ix witches' sabbath." lie gave Mark- 
ham a humorous smile. "I'm Ix^ginnlng to think your 
task is going to take on the nature of exorcising devils." 

Markham grunted. 

"I'll leave the magic potions to you. . , . Sergeant, 
suppose we lake a look at the body before tlie Medical 
Examiner gets here." * 

Heath lt‘d the way without a word. When we reached 
the head of the stairs lie took a key from his pdbket and 
unlocked the door of Chester's room. The electric hghts 
were still buniing — sickly yellow discs in the grey day- 
liglA which filtered in from the windows above the river. 

The room, long and narrow, contiiinc^d an anachronistic 
assortment of furniture. It was a typical man's apart- 
ment, with an air of comfortable untidiness. Newsipa|)crs 
and sports magazines cluttered the table and desk; 
ash-tra3rs were eveiywliere; an open cellaret stood in one 
comer; and a collection of golf-clubs lay on the tapestried 
Chesterheld. The bod, I noticed, had not been slept in. 

In the centre of the room, beneath an old-fashioned 
cut-glass chandehor, was a Chippendale "knee-hole" 
desk, beside which stood a sleepy-hollow chair/ It was 
in this chair that the body of Chester Greene, clad in 
dressing-gown and slippers, reclined. He was slUThiicd a 
little forward, the head turned slightly back and resting 
against the tufted upholstery. The light from the 
chandelier cast a spectral illumination on, his face; and 
the sight of it laid a spell of horror on me. The eyes, 
nc^^ly prominent, now seemed to be protruding from 
their sockets in a stare of unutterable amazement; and 
the sagging chin and flabby parted hps intensified this 
look of terrified wooder. 

Vance was studying the dead man’s features intently. 

"Would you say, Sergeant," he asked, without locddng 
up, "that Chester and Julia saw the same thing as they 
“ pMsed from this world ?" 
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**Well.** he admitted, "something surprised them, 
and that's a fact." 

"Surprised them! Sergeant, you shoul<l tliank your 
Maker that you are not cursed 'with an imagination. The 
whole truth of this fiendish business lies in those^ bulbous 
eyes and that g.iping mouth. Unlike Ada, both Julia and 
Chester saw the thing iliat menaced them > and it left 
them stunned and aghast." ** 

"Well, wc cant get any information outa them.** 
Heath's practicality as usual was upjicrmost. 

" Not oral information, certainly. But, as Hamlet put 
it, murder, though it have no tongue, will speak with 
most miraculous organ." 

"Comd, come, Vance. Be tcingiblc.** Markham q>oke 
with acerbity. "What’s in your mind?" 

• "'l^on my word, I don’t know. It's too vague." He 
leaned over and picked up a small book from theifebor 
just beneath whcie the dead man’s hand hung over the 
arm of the chair. "Chester apparently was immersed in 
literature at the time of liis taking olf." Ho opened the 
book casujiUy. " * Hydrotherapy and Constipation.* Yes, 
Chester was just the kind to worry about lus colon. 
Someone probably told him that intestinal stasis inter- 
fered with the proper stance. He’s no doubt clearing the 
asphodel from the Hlysian fields at the present moment 
preparat*ry to laying out a golf-course." 

He bclame suddenly serious. 

"You sec what this book means, Markham? Chester 
was sifting here reading when the murderer came in. 
Yet he did nol so much as rise or call out. Furthermore, 
he let the intruder stand directly in front of him. He did 
not even lay down his book, but sat back in his chair 
relaxed. Why? Because the murderer was someone 
Chester knew — and truste<i! And when the gun w|i8 
suddenly brought forth and pointed at his heart, he was 
too astounded to move. And in that second of bewilder- 
ment and unbelief th# trigger was pulled and the bullet 
entered his heart." 

Markham nodded ^owly, in deep perplexity, and 
Heath studied the attitude of the dead man more close^ 
N&X^aV8.||,8Cio4 theory/' the sergeant conceded finaWl 
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"Yes, be musta let the bird get sight on top of him 
without suspecting anything. Same like Julia did." 

"Exactly, Sergeant. The two murders constitute a 
most suggestive parallel." 

"Still and all, there’s one point you’re overlooking," 
Heath’j^ brow was roughened in a troubled frown.. 
"Chester’s door mfghta been unlocked last night, seeing 
as he had.i’t gone to bed, and so this person coulda 
talked in without any trouble. But Julia, now, was 
already undressed and in bed; and she always locked 
her door at night. Now, how would you say this person 
with the gun got into Julia’s room, Mr. \"ance?’’ 

"There’s no diihculty about that. Let us say, as a 
lentatiA'o hypothesis, that Julia had disrobed, switched 
off the lights, and clinib/jd into her (jiicenly J:)cd. Then 
came a tap on Iht! door — perhaps a tap she recognized. 
She rose, put on the lights, opened the door, and again 
repaired to lier bed for warmth wl)ile she lield parley 
with her ^-isitor. ]\Iaybe — w^ho knows ? — the visitor sat 
on the edge of the bed during the call. Then suddenly 
the visitor i^roduced the revolver and fired, and made a 
hurried exit, forgetting to switch the lights off. Such a 
theory — though I don’t insist on the details — w'ould 
square neatly w'ith my idea regarding Chester’s caller.” 

"It may’ve been like you say,’’ admitted Iteath 
dubiously. "But why all the hocus-pocus when it came 
to shooting Ada? That job was done in the dark.’' 

"The rationalistic philosophers tell us, Sergeant" — 
Vance became puckishly pedantic — ^"that there's a 
reason for everything, but that the finite mind is woe- 
fully restricted. The altered technique of our elusive 
culprit when dealing with Ada is one of the things that 
is obscure. But you’ve touched a vital point. If we could 
discover the reason for this reversal of our inconnu*s 
homicidal tactics, 1 believe we’d be a lot forrader in our 
investigation." 

Heath made no reply. He stood in the centre of the 
room running his iye over the vaf'ious objects and pieces 
of furniture. Presently he stepped to the clothes-closet* 
pulled open the door, and turned on a pendant electric 
light just Inside. As he stood gloomily peering at the 
!|^^et’s contents there was a sound of heavy footsteps in 
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the hall and Snitkin a|^2red in the open door. , Heath 
turned and, 'without giving his assistant time to* speak, 
asked gruffly: 

" How did you make out with those footprints? " 

"Got all the dope here." Snitkin crossed to the 
sergeant, and held out a long manila envelope. "There 
wasn't no trouble in checlang the «neasurements and 
cutting the patterns. But they're not going io be a hell 
of a lot of good, I’m thinking. There's ten million guy^ 
more or less in this country who coulda made 'em." 

Heath had opened the envelope and drawn forth a thin 
white cardboard pattern which looked like an inner sole 
of a shoe. 

"It wasn't no pygmy who made this print/' he re- 
marked. • 

"That’s the catch in it/* explained Snitkin. "The 
size don’t mean nothing much, for it ain't a shoe-track. 
Those footprints were made by goloshes, and there's no 
telling how much bigger they were than the guy's foot. 
They mighta been worn over a shoe anywheres from a size 
eight to a size ten, and with a width anywheres from an 
A to a D." 

Heath nodded with obvious disappointment. 

"You're sure about 'em being goloshes?" He w'as 
reluctant to let what promised to be a valuable clue slip 
away. 

"You can't get around it. The rubber tread w'as 
distinct in several places, and the shallow, scooped heel 
stood out as plain as day. An^diow, I got Jerym,* of 
the New* York Police, to check up on my findings." 

Snitkin 's gaze wandered idly to the floor of the clothes- 
doset. 

"Those are the kind of things that made the tracks." 
He pointed to a pair of high arctics which had been 
thrown carele.s.sly under a bool* shelf. Then he leaned ov«r 
and picked up one of them. As his eye rested on it he gave 
a grunt. "This looks like the size, loo.” 11c took the pat- 

• Captain Anthony P. Jer 3 T#was one d tho shren^ost and most p.iiustakin^ 
criininoiogtets of tfa«! New York Puhee Dejiartnieiit. he had bi'giin his 

nareer as an expert in the Bertillon system of moaburoincnts, ht* had later special- 
ized in fcK>tpmit8“-a subjc'ct which he had hcljied to <‘Iovale to an elaborato 
•nd ctunplicatcd science*. He had spent scvituI years in V.cnna studying 
Austrian methods, and had dcvtdopcKi a means of sciontitic photography fotf 
footprints which gave him rank with such men as Londc, Burias, and Reki«t 



tern htm tt^^geant's hand^and laid it on tltt sole jdi 
the overshoe? 'll fitted as perfectly as if the two had been 
cut simultaneously. 

Heath was startled out of his depression. 

*'Now, what in hell does that mean I " 

MaTk]iam liad drawn near. 

•*It might indicate, of course, that Chester went out 
somewhere^late last night/* 

• “But that don't make sense, sir," objected Heath. 
“If he'd wanted anything at that hour of the night he'd 
have sent the butler. And. anj^way, the shops in this 
neighbourhood were all closed by that time, for the tracks 
weren't made till after it had stopped snowing at eleven." 

"And," supplemented Snitkin, "you can't tell by the 
tracks whether the guy that made 'em left the house and 
came back, or came to th^ house and went away, for there 
wasn't a single print on top of the other." 

Vance was standing at the window, looking out. 

"That, now, is a most interestin' point, Sergeant," he 
commented. "I'd file it away along with Rex's story for 
prayerful consideration," He sauntered back to the desk 
and looked at the dead man thoughtfully. "No, Ser- 
geant," he continued ; " I can't picture Chester donning 
gum-shoes and sneaking out into the night on a mysteri- 
ous errand. I'm afraid we'll have to find another explana- 
tion for those footprints." 

"It's damn funny, just the same, that they should bo 
the exact size of these goloshes." 

"If," submitted Markham, "the footprints were not 
Chester's then we're driven to the assumption fiiat the 
murderer made them." 

Vance slowly took out his cigarette case. 

"Yes," he agreed, "I think we may safely assume 
that." 


Chapter IX The Three Bullets 

(Friday, Iftvewher izth ; 9 

At this moment Doctor Doremus. the Medical Escaminer, . 
a brisk, nervous man with a jaunty air, was ushmd in 
by one of the detectives 1 had seen in the drawing-cgom. 
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blinked at the compai^. threw hie hat:|||l coat on a 
chair, and shook hands with everyone. ' ' 

'*Wbat are your friends tcying to do. Sergeant?'* he 
asked, eyeing the inert body in the chair. ** Wipe out the 
whole family?" Without waiting for an answer to his 
grim pleasantry he went to the windows Snd tl^rew up 
the shades udth a clatter. '* You gentlemen all through 
viewing the remains ? If so. I'll get to urorki' 

"Go to it," said Heath. Chester Greene's body waft 
lifted to the bed and straightened out. "And how about 
the bullet, doc? Any chance of getting it before the 
autopsy ? " 

"How'm I goihg to get it without a probe and for- 
ceps? I ask you!" Doctor Doremus drew back the 
matted dfegsing-gown and inspected the wound. “But 
I'll see what I can do.” Then he straightened up and 
cocked his eye facetiously at the sergeant. “ Well, I'm 
waiting for your usual query about the time of death." 
"We know it." 

'‘Hah'l Wish you always did. This fixing the exact 
time by looking over a body is all poppycock anyway. 
The best we fellows can do is to approximate it. Rigor 
mortis works differently in different people. Don't ever 
take me too seriously. Sergeant, when I set an exact hour 
for you. However, let's see. , . 

He ran his hands over the body on the bed, unflexed 
the ffnge^, moved tlie head, and put his eye close to the 
coagulated blood about the wound. Then he teetered on 
his toes^and squinted at the ceiling. 

"How about ten hours? Say, between eleven-thirty 
and midnight. How’s that?" 

Heath laughed good-naturedly. 

'* You hit it, doc — right on the head.** 

•'Well, well I Always Wtis a good guesser.** Doctor 
Doremus seemed wholly indifferent. 

Vance had followed hlarkham into the hall. 

"An honest fellow, that archiater of yours. And to 
thi|ik he's a public servmnt of our beneflfcent government 1 ** 
••There are many honest men in public office/' Mark- 
haiEO reproved him. 

know/* sighed Vance. "Our democracy is still 
yomig. Give it time.'* 
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Heath ||||||H us. and at the same momeitPtne nufli 
appeared aOws. Greene's door. A querulous dictator^ 
.voice issued from tl^c depths of the room behind Mil!*, f .* 

“ . . . And you tell whoever's in charge that 1 want 'tB 
see him — ripjit away, do you understand! It's sin oii|^ 
rage, aril this commotion and excitement, with me lyi^ 
here in pain trying to get a little rest. Nobody shows me 
any consideration." 

^ Heath made a grimace and looked toward the stairs; 
but Vance took ^laikluim's arm. 

"Come, let's cheer up the old lady." 

As we entered the room, Mrs. Greene, propped up as 
usual in bed with a prismatic assortment of pillows, drew 
her shawl primly about her. , 

"Oh, it*s you, is it?'/ she greeted us, hor expression 
moderating. " 1 thought it was those abominable police- 
men making free of my house again. . . . What's the 
meaning ol all this disturbance, Mr. Markham? Nurse 
tells me that Chester has been shot. l>e€'ir, dear! If 
people must do such things, why do they have to come 
to my house and annoy a poor helpless old woman like 
me ? There are plenty of other jilaces they could do their 
shooting in." She appeared decjily rcsentlul at the fact 
that the murderer should have licen so inconsiderate as to 
choose the Green«* mansion for his depredations. "But 
I've come to expect tliis sort of thing. Nobody thinks of 
my feelings. An<l if my own children sc‘e fit to do every- 
thing they can to annoy me, why should I expect total 
strangers to show me any consideration ? " 

"When one is bent on murder. Mis. Greene," rejoined 
Markham, stung by her callousness, "one doesn't stop to 
think of the mere inconvenience his crime may emse 
others." 

"I suppose not," she murmured self-pityingly. '*But 
ft’s all the fault of my children. If they were what chil- 
dren ought to be, people wouldn't be breaking in hero 
trying to murder fheni." 

"And unfortunately succecdfhg," added Markham 
coldly. 

"Well, that can't be helped." She suddenly became 
bitter. "It's their punisliment for t he way they've treated 
their poor old motlicr, lying here for ten long years. 
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SigpC^^Glld^piuaixyscu. auu «u yuu uiiiik. ^b|||dKy niake 
me? No! Here I must stay, ter day;' 
«Wei|||g agonies with my spine; and they never give me 
4^mou§ht/* A sly look came into her fierce old eyes. 
5 ,-^Sat they think about me sometimes. Oh, yes! They 
H|^k how nice it would be if I were out of the way. Then 
HJhiej^d get all my money. ...” 

“I understand, madam,” Markham put in^abruptly, 
”that you were asleeji last night at the time your son# 
met his death.’* 

“Was I ? W’cll, maybe I was. It’s a wonder, though, 
tlijait someone didn’t leave my door open just so I’d be 
difiiurbed.” 

“And you know no one W'ho would have any reason 
to kill yom: son ? ** 

“How shdald I know? KolAxly tells me anything. 
I’m a poor neglected, lonely old cripple. . . . ' 

“ W ell. wc won't bother you any further, Mrs. Greene,*^ 
MarlcJiam’s tone held sometliing both ol synipaiby and 
constenialion. 


As we descended the stairs the nurse reopened the door 
we had just closed after us, and left it ajar, no doubt in 
response to an order from her patient. 

“Not at all a nice old lady,” chuckled VanCe, as we 
entered the drawing-room. “For a moment, Markham, 
I thought you were going to box her cars.” 

“ 1 admit I felt like it. And yet I couldn’t help pitying 
her. Howler, such utter self-concentration as licrs saves 
.'tjite a lot of mental anguish. She seems to regard this’ 
whole damnable business as a plot to upset her.” 

. Sproot appeared obsequiously at the door. 

Hpifflay I bring you gentlemen some coffee?” No 
. enicrtion of any lund showed on his graven wrinkled face, 
events of the past few days seemed not to have 
iJ^tcd him in any degree. 

. ^^^No, we don’t want coffee, Sproot,” Markham told 
hioii' brusquely. “But please be good enough to ask Miss 
"Sibella if she will com%here.” 

“Very good, sir.” 


The old man shuffled away, and a few minutes later 
Sibella strolled in, smoking a cigarette, one hand in the 
pocket of her vivid-green sweater-jacket. Despite her air 





of nonclialtttee her face was }/ale, its whiteness contrast- 
ing strongly with the deep crimson rouge on her lips. 
Her eyes, too, were slightly haggard; and when sne 
spoke her voice sounded forced, as if she were playing a 
r61e against which her spirit was at odds. She greeted us 
blithely enough, however. 

"Good mominf;, one and all. Beastly auspices for a 
social calt." She sat down on the arm of a chair and 
* swung one leg rcsilessly. "Someone certainly has a 
grudge against us Greenes. Poor old ChctI He didn't 
even die with his boots on. Felt bedroom slippers I 
What an end for an outdoor enthusiast! Well, I suf>pose 
I'm invited here to tell my story. Where do I begin?" 
She rose, and throwing her half-burned cigarette into the 
grate, seated herself in a straight-backed^ chair fading 
Marl^am, folding her 'sinewy, tapering liands on the 
table before her. 

Markham studied her for several moments. 

"You vrere awake last night, reading in binl, I under* 
stand, when the shot was fired in your bi other's room." 

"Zola's 'Nana,* to be explicit. Mother told me I 
shouldn't road it; so 1 got it at once. It w'as frightfully 
disappointing, though." 

"And just what did you do after you heard the re- 
port?" continued Markham, striving to control hia 
^noyance at the girl's flippancy. 

J"I put my book down, got up, donned a kimono, and 
lllllfen^ for several minutes at the door. Not hearing 
•llything further, I peeked out. The hall was dark, and 
the silence felt a bit spooky. 1 knew 1 ought to go to 
Chet's room and inquire, in a sisterly fashion, about the 
explosion; but, to tell you the truth, Mr. Markham, 1 
was rather cowardly. So I went — oh, well, let the truth 
prevail: 1 ran up the servants' stairs and routed out our 
Admirable Crichton; and together we investigated* 
Chet's door was unlocked, and the fearless Sproot opened 
it. There sat Chet, looking as if he'd seen a ghost; and 
somehow 1 knei^ he was deader Sproot went in and 
touched him, while I waited; and then wc went down to 
the dining-room. Sproot did some phoning, and after* 
ward made me some atrocious coffee. A hsdf-hour or so* 
later this gentleman"— she indicated her head toward 



looking distressingly glum^ and very 
sensibly refused a cup of Sproot's coffee/' 

''AtkI you beard no sound of any kind before tbe 
rtKrt?" 

“ ''Not a thing. Everybody had gone to bed early. 
The last sound 1 heard in this house ivas mcther’s^gentle 
and affectionate voice tellipg the nyrse she was as 
neglectful as the rest of us, and to bring her morning tea 
at nine sharp, and not to slam the door the way she always ■ 
did. Then peace and quiet reigned until half-past eleven, 
when I heard the shot in Chet's room.'' 

"How long was tliis interregnum of quietude ? " asked 
Vance. 

"Well, mother generally ends her daily criticism of the 
family around ten- thirty; so I’d say the quietude lasted 
about an hotSr." 

"And during that time you do not recall hearing a 
slight shufQing sound in the hall? Or a door closing 
softly?" 

The girl shook her head indifferentlyv and took another 
cigarette from a small amber case she carried in her 
sweater-jXKket. 

"Sorry, but I didn't. That doesn't mean, though, that 
people couldn't have been shuihing and shutting doors all 
over the place. My room’s at the rear, and the noises on 
the river and in 52nd Street drown out almost an3rthing 
that's going on in the front of the house." ^ ^ 

Vance hhd gone to her and held a match to Up 
cigarette. 

"I say.^ou don't seem in the least worried." 

"Oh, why worry?" She made a gesture of resigna- 
tion, "If anything is to happen to me, it’ll happen, 
whatever I do. But I don't anticipate an imm^iate 
demise. No one has the slightest reason for killing me— - 
nnleas, of course, it's some of my former bridge partners* 
But they’re all harmless persons who wouldn't be apt to 
take extreme measures." 

"Stfll" — ^Vance kepk bis tone inc<msequential — ^*'no 
one apparently had any reason lor harming your two' 
F'sisters oar your brother." 

"Qn tkmt point I couldn't be altogether lucid. We 
Gmbes don't confide in one another. There's a beastly 




spirit of distrust in this anccibtral domain. We aU lie to 
each other on general principles. And as for secrets! 
Each member of the family is a kind of Masonic Order in 
himself. Surely there’s some reason for all these shoot- 
ings. I simply can’t imagine anyone indulging liimsclf 
in this fashv n for the mere purpose of pistol practice.*' 

She "smoked a Qioment pensively, and went on: 

"Yes, there must be a motive back of it all — though 
for the life of me I can’t suggest one. Of course Julia was 
a vinegary, unpleasant person, but she went out very 
little, and worked off her various complexes on the 
family. And yet, she may have been leading a double life 
for all I know. Wlicn these sour okh maids break loose 
from their inhibitions 1 understand they do the most 
utterly utter things. But 1 just can’t bring my mind to 
picture Julia with a bc\-y of jealous liomconf.” She made 
a comical grimace at the thought. "Ada, on the other 
hand, is what wc used to call in algebra an unluiown 
quantity. Ko one but dad knew where she came from, 
and he would never tell. To be sure, she doesn't get much 
time to run around — mother keeps her too busy, I^t 
she's young and good-looking in a common sort of ww'* 
—there was a tinge of venom in this remark — "and 
can’t tell what connections she may have formed outside 
the sacred portals of the Greene mansion. As for Chfet, 
no one seemed to love him passionately. I never heard 
anybody say a good word for him but the golf pro at the 
club, and that was only because Chet tippeef him like a 
parvenu. He had a genius for antagonizing people. 
Several motives for the shootin g might be found isi his past. " 

"I note that you've changed your ideas considerably 
in regard to the culpability of Miss Ada." Vance spoke 
incuriously. 

Sibella looked a bit shamefaced, 
t "I did get a bit excited, didn’t I?" Then a defiance 
came into her voice. "But just the same, she doesn't 
belong here. And she’s a sneaky little cat. She’d deai^ 
love to see us all nicely murder^ The only person that 
seems to like her is cook; but then, Gertrude’s a senti- 
mental German who likes everybody. She feeds half the 
stray cats and dogs in the neighbourhood. Our yard 
is a regular pound in summer," 
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Vance was silent for a iWiile. Suddenly he looked up. 

" I gather from your remarks, Miss Greene, that you 
now regard the shootings as the acts of someone from 
the outside.” 

”Does anyone think anything else?” sl^ asked, with 
startled anxiety. ” I understand th(‘re were footprints in 
the SHOW both times we wert visited. Surely they would 
indicate an outsider.” 

“Quite true,” Vance assured her, a bit over-emphati- 
cally, obviously striving to allay "whatever fears liis 
queries may have aroused in her. “Those footprints 
undeniably indicate that the mtruder entered each time 
by the front door.” 

”And xou are not to have anv uneasiness about the 
future, Mis% Greene,” added hjaikliam. “1 shall give 
orders to-day to have a strict guard plat ed over the house, 
front and rear, until there is no longer the slightest danger 
of a recurrence of what has taken place here.” 

Heath nodded his unqualified approbation. 

, ”1'11 arrange for that, sir. There’ll be two men guard* 
iM thi.s place day and night from now on.” 

'•^"How positively tlinlhngl” exdaiined Sibclla; but 
1 noticed a strange rescivatioii of apprehenbion in her 
eyes. 

“ \Vc won’t detain you any longer, AFiss tireene,” said 
Markham, rising, “jiiit I’d greatlv appreciate it if you 
would rciaain in 3"our room until our iiuiuitjes here are 
over. You may, of course, visit your molher.” 

“Tha’^ks awTly, but i think Til indulge in a little lost 
beauty sleep.” And she left us with a fiieiidly wave of 
the htind. 

“Who do you want to sec next, ^Ir. Maikham?” 
Heath was on lus feet, \igoiouvly relighting liis cigar. 

But before Markham could answer Van<.e lilted his 
hand for silence, and leaned forw^ard in a listening 
attitude. 

* “Oh, Sproot!” he called. “Step here a moment.” 

The old butler appealed at once, calm and subservient, 
and waited with a vacuously expectant expression. 

**Btally, y* know,” said Vance, “there’s not the 
sligMiSt need for you to hover solicitously amid the 
draflRics of the hallw’ay while we're busy in here. Most 



considerate and of yo^, but if we want you 'ter 
anything we*ll rin|r.'' 

"As you desire, sir.** 

Sproot started to go, but Vance halted him. 

"Now that you're here you might answer one or two 
questions.*' 

"Very good, sif.*’ 

" First, d want you to think back very carefully, and 
‘tell me if you observed anything unusual when you 
locked up the house last night." 

"Nothing, sir," the man answered promptly. "If 
I had, I would have mentioned it to the police this 
morning." 

"And did you hear any noise or movemept of any 
kind after you had gonq to your room ? A door closing, 
for instance ? " 

"No, sir. Ever 3 rthing was very quiet.** 

"And what time did you actually go to sleep ? ** 

"I couldn't say exactly, sir. Perhaps about twenty 
minutes past eleven, if I may venture to make a guess, * 

"And were you greatly surprised when Miss Sibella 
woke you up and told you a shot had been fired in Mr. 
Chester's room ? " 

"Well, sir," Sproot admitted, "I w'as somewhat 
astonished, though 1 endeavoured to conceal my 
emotions." 

"And doubtless succeeded admirably," said Vance 
dryly. "But what 1 meant \ras this: did you not antici- 
pate something of the kind happening again, in this 
house, after the other shootings ? " 

He watched the old butler sharply, but the man's 
lineaments were as arid as a desert and as indecipherable 
as an expanse of sea. 

"If you will pardon me, sir, for sa 3 ring so, 1 don*t. 
know precisely what you mean,** came the colourleBS 
answer. " Had 1 anticipated that Mr. Chester was to ^ 
done in, so to spea^, 1 most certainly would have wttcttl^ 
him. It would have been my difiy, sir." 

"Don't evade my question, Sproot." Vance spoke 
sternly. "1 asked you if you had any idea that a semd 
tragedy might foUow the first," 

"Tragedies very seldom come singly, sir, if I va^W' 
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permitted to say so. Onl never knows what will happen 
next. 1 try not to anticipate the woAdngs of fate, but 1 

strive to hold myself in readiness '* 

“Oh, go away; Sproot— go quite away,” said Vance. 
“ When 1 crave vague rhetoric I'll read Thomas Aquinas.” 

“Yes, sir.” The man bowed with woSden epurtesy, 
and left us. 

His footsteps had scarcely died away when Doctor 
Doremus strode in jauntily. 

“There's your bullet, ^rgeant.” He tossed a tiny 
cylinder of discoloured lead on the drawing-room table, 
“ Nothing but dumb luck. It entered the fifth intercostal 
space and travelled diagonally across the heart, coming 
out in the post-axillary told at the anterior border of the 
trapeziu^ muscle, where 1 could feel it under the skm; 
and I picked it out with my pdh-knifo *' 

“All that fancy language don’t worry me,” grinned 
Heath, “so long's I got the bullet ” 

He picked it up and held it in the palm oi his hand, 
his eyes narrowed, his mouth drawn into a straight line. 
Then, reaching into his waistcoiit pockc‘t, ho took out 
two other bullets, and laid them l>eside the first. Slowly 
he nodded, and cxtcndi^d the sinister exhibits to Mark* 
ham. 

“There’s the three shots that were fired in this house,” 
he said. “They’re all *3-^-^evoIve^ bullets —just alike. 
You can’t get away from it, sir; all three people here 
were shot with the same gun." 


Chapter X The Closing of a Door 

(Friday, November 12th ; 9.30 a.wi.) 

As Heath spoke Sproot passed down the hall and opened 
the front door, admitting Doctor Von Blon. 

, “Good morning, Sproot,” we heard him say in his 
habitually pleasant voice. “Anything new ? " 

“No, sir, I think n«t.” The reply Vas expressionless^ 
“The District Attorney and the police are here. Let 
take your coat, sir.” 

Von Blon glanced into the drawing-room, and, on 
seei^ U8« halted and bowed. Then he daoght eight of 
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Doctor Doremus, i^om be hak. met on the night of the 
first tragedy. “ 

"Ah, good morning, doctor/' he said, coming forward. 
"I*m afraid I didn't thank you for the assistance you 
gave me with the young lady tie other night. Permit me 
to make amedds." 

"No thanks needed," Dorrmus assured him. "How's 
the patient getting on ? " 

"The wound’s filling in nicely. No sepsis. I'm going 
up now to have a look at her." He turned inquiringly 
to the District Attorney, "No objection, I supiJose." 

"None whatever, doctor," said Markham. Then he 
rose quickly. "We'll come along, if you don't mind. 
There are a few questions I'd like to ask Miss Ada, and 
it might be as well to do it while you're present." 

Von Blon gave his consent with hesitation? 

"Well, I'll be on my way — ^work to do," announced 
Doremus breezily. He lingered long enough, however, 
to shake hands with all of us; and then the front door 
closed on him. 

"We’d better ascertain if Miss Ada has been told of 
her brother's death," suggested Vance, as we went up 
the stairs. " If not, I think the task logically devolves 
on you, doctor." 

The nurse, whom Sproot had no doubt apprised of 
Von Blon's arrival, met us in the upper h.'ill and informed 
us that, as far as she knew, Ada was still ignorant of 
Chester’s murder. 

We found the girl sitting up in bed, a magazine lying 
across her knees. Her face was still pale, but a youthful 
vitality shone from her eyes, which attested to the fact 
that she was much stronger. She seemed alarmed at our 
sudden appearance, but the sight of the doctor tended 
to reassure her. 

• "How do you feel this morning, Ada? " he asked with 
professional geniality. " You remember these gentlemen, 
don't you?" 

She gave us an al^prehensive lock; then smiled faintly 
and bowed. 

"Yes, I remember them. . . . Have they — ^found out 
anything about — Julia's death?" 

"I'm afraid not." Von Blon sat down beside her and 
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took her hand. ** Sometl^ling else has happened that you 
will have to know, Ada." His voice%as studiously sym- ’ 

pathetic. " Last night Chester met with an accident " 

"An accident-i-oli ! " ^er eyes opened \Mde, and a 
slight tremor passed over^er. "You mc^an. ..." Her 
\oice (|u<iv('u*(i and broke. "I know \\iait you mean! 

• . . Chester’s dead ! ” 

\ on lilon cleared his throat and looked av^ay. 

" Yes, Ada. Vt)U must be brave and not let it — ah-* 

upset >ou too niuth. You s<'e " 

"Jlc was shot!” The words burst from her bps, and 
a look of tf'iTor oveis])recid h<T lace. "Just like Julia 
and nu*." Her eves start'd str.iight ahead, as if fascinated 
by sonii horror whit h slit aloiu' ctinld st'e. 

\on Won WMS silent, ami Xiiii'e stippt'd to the bed. 
"We’re iFol qoiiig to he to \'ftu, I^iis . Giecne.” ho said 
softly. "You luuc messed the tiuth. ’ 

"And what about Kex and bib« lki>" 

"Tluy’ie «ilJ lu'ht/’ Xante a'isuitil her. ' Ihit why 
did you think your bi other had met iho same late os 
Miss Julia and j^oursell 
She turned her ga/e slowdv to him. 

" 1 don’t know' — 1 just tell it. K\ tr since I w^as a little 
girl l'\o imai’iiied horrible thim’s luipjx nins; in this 
house. And the other night 1 leli ihat Ike time htvd 
conic — oh, 1 don’t know how' to e\j»knii it , but u w'as 
like having wmiethmg ha]>pen that > ou’d been exjH'ctmg.” 
Vance iiotided undcibtaiulingly. 

"It’s an unhealthy old house; it puts all sorts of 
weird nT*>ti()ns in one’s head. Ihit, of course,” he added 
lightly, " there’s nothing supernatural about it. It's only 
a coincidence that you should have felt tnat way and 
thiit these disasters should actually have occurred. The 
pohcc, y* know, think it was a burglar." 

The girl did uot answ'er, and Markham leaned forwaiid 
with a reassuring smile. 

"And we are going to have two men guarding the 
house all the time from now on," h? said, “so that no 
one can get in who hasn’t a perfect right to be here." 

"So you sec, Ada," put in Von Won, "you have 
nothing to worry about any more. All you have to do 
now is to get well." 
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But her eyes did not leave Ifarkham's face. 

*'How do you know/* she asked, in a tense anxious 
voice, that the — ^the person came in from the outside ? *' 

• ' We found his footprints both times on the front walk.** 

'‘Footprints — are you sure?** She put the question 
eagerly, 

“No doubt abovt them. Jhey were perfectly plain, 
and they belonged to the person who came here and tried 
to shoot you. fiere. Sergeant “ — he beckoned to Heath — 
“show the young lady that pattern.** 

Heath took the nianila envelope from his pocket and 
extracted the cardlKjard impression Snitkin had made. 
Ada took it in her hand and studied it, and a little sigh of 
relief parted from h(*r lips. 

“And you notice,*' smiled Vance, “he didn't Lave very 
dainty feet." 

The girl returned the pattern to the sergeant. Tier 
fear had left her, and her eyes cleared of tlie vision that 
had been haunting them. 

“And now. Miss Greene,*’ went on Vance, in a matter- 
of-fact voice, “we want to ask a few questious. Fust of 
all: the nurse said you went to sleep at nine o’clock last 
night. Is that correct ^ ** 

“I pretended to, Ikhmusc nurse was tired and mother 
was complaining a lot. But 1 leally didn't go to sleep 
until hours later.** 

“But you didn't hear the shot in your )>rother's 
room ? *' 

“No. I must have been asleep by then.’* 

“Did you hear anything b<*fore that? '* 

“Not after the family had gone to bed and Sproot 
bad locked up.** 

“ Were you awake very long after Sproot retired ? ’* 

The girl pondered a moment, frowning, 
t “Maybe an hour,'* she ventured finally. “ But 1 don’t 
know.** 

“It couldn’t have been much over an hour,” Vance 
pointed out; “for«the shot was fired shortly after half 
past eleven. And you heard nothing— no sound of any 
kind in the hall?*' 

"Why, no.” ‘The look of fright was creepiiig back into 
her face. “Why do you ask?” 



V'Vonr brother Rex/^ explained Vance, "eaid he 
heard a faint shuffling sound and a door closing a little 
after eleven.” 

Her eyelids drooped, and her free hand tightened over 
the edge of the magazine she was holding. 

*'A door closing. . . She repeated the words in a 
voice scarcely audible. ”Oh! Antf Rex hesfrd it?” 
Suddenly she opened her eyes and her lips fej^ apart. A 
startled memory had taken possession of her — a memory 
which quickened her breathing and filled her with alarm. 
”1 heard that door close, too! I remember it now. . , .” 

"What door was it?” asked Vance, with subdued 
animation. ” Could you tell w'herc the sound came 
from ? ” 

The girl shook her head. 

”No — itVas so soft. Td ewn forgotten it until now. 
But I heard it ! . . . Oh, what did it iiK'an ? ” 

” Nothing, probably.” Vance assumed an air of incon- 
sequentiality calculated to alleviate her fears. “The 
wind doubtless.” 

But when we left her, after a few more questions, I 
noticed that her face still held an expression of deep 
anxiety. 

Vance was unusually thoughtful as wc returned to the 
drawing-room. 

”l'd give a good deal to know what that child knows 
or suspects,” he murmured. 

” She's been through a tiying experience,” returned 
Markham. ” She’s frightened, and she sees new dangers 
in eveiy thing. But she couldn’t suspect anything, or 
she'd be only too eager to tell us.” 

”I wish I were sure of that.’' 

The next hour or so was occupied with interrogating 
the two maids and the cook. Markham cross-examined 
them thoroughly not only concerning the immediate 
events touching upon the two tragedies, but in regard to 
the general conditions in the Greene household. Numerous 
family episodes in t]^ past were gone over; and wlm 
his inquiries were finished he had obtained a fairly good 
idea of the domestic atmosphere. But nothing that emdd 
be even rmotSly connected with the murders came to 
had always been, it transpired, a^ abmid-^ 
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ance of hatred and ill-feeling and vicious irritability in the 
Greene mansion. The story that was unfolded by the 
servants was not a pleasant one; it was a record — ^scrappy 
and desultory, but none the less appalling — of daily 
clashes, complainings, bitter words, sullen silences, 
jealousies andi threats. 

Most ‘of the dcl^iils of this unnatural situation %vere 
supplied by Hemming, the 'older maid. She was less 
ecstatic than during the first interview, although she 
interspersed her remarks with Biblical quotations and 
references to the dire fate which the Lord had seen fit to 
visit upon her sinful employers. Nevertheless, she painted 
an arresting, if overcolourt‘d and proj udic^^l. i)ic'turc of the 
life that had gone on about her during the past ten vears. 
But when it came to exj)laining the metliods employed 
by the Almighty in visfting his vengeance upon tlie 
unholy Greenes, she became indefinite and obscure. At 
length Markham let her go after she had assured him 
that she intended to remain at her post of duty — to be, 
as she expres.scd it, “a witness for the Lord," when lus 
work of righteous devastation was complete. 

Barton, the younger maid, on the other hand, an- 
nounced, in no uncertain terms, that she was through 
w'ith the Greenes for ever. The girl was genuinely 
frightened, and, after Sibella and Sproot had been con- 
sulted, she was paid lier wages and told she could pack 
her tilings. In less than half an hour she had turned in 
her key and departed with her luggage. Such information 
as she left behind her was largely a substantiation of 
Hemming's outpourings. She, though, did not n'gard the 
two murders as the acts of an outraged God. Hers W£is a 
more practical and mundane view. 

"There's something awful funny going on here," she 
had said, forgetting for the moment the urge of her 
coquettish spirits. " The Greenes are queer people. And 
the servants are queer, too—what with Mr. Sproot 
reading books in foreign languages, and Hemming preach- 
ing about hre and brimstone, andocook going around in 
a sort of trance muttering to herself and never answering 
a civil question. And such a family!" She rolled her 
eyes. "Mrs. Greene hasn’t got any heart. She's a jrey nlar 
old witch, and she looks at you sometimes aaH^igh 
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she’d like to strangle yqgi. If I was Miss Ada I’d have 
gone crazy long ago. But then. Miss Ada's no better than 
the rest. She acts nice and gentle like, but I've seen her 
stamping up and down in her room looking like a very 
devil; and once she used language to me what was that 
bad I put my fingers in my ears. And Miss Si]jclla's a 
regular icicle — except whei^ she gets mad, and then she'd 
kill you if she dared, and laugh about it. And there's 
been something funny about her and Mr. Chester. Eveft* 
since Miss Julia and Miss Ada were shot they've been 
talking to each other in the sneakiest way when they 
thought no one was looking. And this Doctor Von Blon 
what comes here so much: he's a deep one. He's been in 
Miss Sibella's room with the door shut lots of times when 
she wasrf t any more sick than j’ou are. And INIr. Rex, 
now. He's^ queer man, too. ?get the creeps every time 
he comes near me." She shuddered by way of demonstra- 
tion. "Miss Julia wasn't as queer as the rest. She just 
hated ever>"body and was mean." 

Barton had rambled on loquaciously with all the 
thoughtless exaggeration of a gossip who felt herself 
outraged; and Markham had not interrupted her. He 
W'as trying to dredge up some nugget from the mass 
of her verbal sill ; but when at last he sifted it all down 
there remained nothing but a few shining grains of 
scandal. 

The cook was even less enlightening. Taciturn by 
nature, she became almost inarticulate when approached 
on the subject of the crime. Her stolid exterior seemed 
to cloaieS a sullen resentment at the fact that she should 
be questioned at all. In fact, as IMarkham patiently 
pressed his examination, the impression grew on me 
that her lack of responsiveness w^as deliberately de- 
fensive, as if she had steeled herself to reticency. Vance, 
too, sensed this attitude in her, for, during a pause in the 
interview, he moved his chair about until he faced her 
diiectly. 

"Frau Mannheim,*'«he said, "thc*last time we were 
here you mentioned the fact that Mr. Tobias Greene 
knew your husband, and that, because of their acquaint- 
ance, VQu applied for a position here when your husband 
died*^^’ 





*’And wtiy shouldn't l?"|^she asked stnbbotnly. 
*'l was poor, and I didn't have any other friends." 

"Ah, friends!" Vance caught up the word. "And 
since you were once on friendly terms with Mr. Greene, 
you doubtless know certain things about his past, whi<^ 
may have some bearing on the present situation; for 
it is not at all inrpossible, /I* ye see, that the cnmes 
committed (here during the past few days are connected 
with matters that took place years ago. We don't know 
this, of course, but vre'd be very much gratified if you 
would try to help us in this regard." 

As he w^as speaking the woman had drawn herself 
up. Her hands had tightened as they lay folded in her 
lap, and the muscles al^ut her mouth had stiffened. 

" I don't know anything," w^as her only answer. 

"How," asked Vance *tevenly, "do you Account for 
the rather remarkable fact that Mr. Greene gave orders 
that 5*ou were to remain here as long as you cared to ? " 

"Mr. Greene was a very kind and generous man," 
she asserted, in a flat, combative voice. "Some there 
were that thought him hard, and accused him of being 
unjust; but he was always good to me and mine." 

"How well did he know Mr. Mannheim ? " 

There w^as a pause, and the woman's eyes looked 
blankly ahead. 

" He helped my husband once, when he was in trouble.'' 

"How did he happen to do this ? " 

There vras another pause, and then: 

" They were in some deal together — ^in the old 
country." She frowned and appeared uneasy. * 

"When was this?" 

"I don't remember. It was before I was married." 

"And where did you first meet Mr. Greene? " 

"At my, home in New Orleans. He was there on 
business — ^^th my husband." 

"And, I take it, he befriended you also." 

The woman maintained a stubborn silence. 

"A moment age," pursued Mance, "you used the 
phrase 'me and mine.' Have you any children, Ides. 
Mannheim?" 

For the first time during the interview her face 
changed expression. An angry gleam shone in 



• '** No! " The denial unis like an ejaculation. 

Vance smoked lethargically for several moments. 

"You lived in New Orleans until the time of your 
employment in this house? he finally asked. 

-'Yes." 

"And your husband died there? " 

"Yes." 

"That was thirteen years ago. I understand. How 
long before that had it been since you had seen Mf. 
Greene?" 

"About a year." 

" So that would be fourteen years ago? " 

An apprehension, bordering on fear, showed through 
the woman’s morose calnmess. 

"And 'you came all the way to New York to seek 
Mr. Greenes help," mused Vafhee. "Why were you so 
confident that he would give you employment after your 
husband’s death ? " 

"Mr. Greene was a very good man," was all she would 
say. 

"He had perhaps," suggested Vance, "done some 
other favour for you which made you think you could 
count on his generosity— eh, what ? " 

"That's neither here nor there," Her mouth closed 
tightly. 

Vance changed the subject. 

"What do you think about tlie crimes that have 
been committed in this house ? 

"I don't think about them," she mumbled; but the 
anxiety in her voice belied the assertion. 

"You surely must hold some opinion, Mrs. Mann- 
hclm« having been here so long." Vance's intent gaze 
did not leave the woman. "Who, do you think, would 
have had any reason for wanting to hcirm these people ? " 

Suddenly her self-control gave way. 

"D« lieber Herr Jesus ! I don't know — don't know! 
It was like a cry of anguish. "Miss Julia and Mr. Chester 
maybe— one cceild understand! They hated every* 
body; they were hard, unloving. But little Ada— ^ 
susi» Engel I Why should they want to harm her!" 
She ttet her face grimly, and slowly her expressioa of 
etolilXHy letunied^ 
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"Why, indeed?" A note of sympathy was evident 
in Vance's voice. After a pause he rose and went to 
the window. "You may return to your room now; 
Frau Mannheim," he satd, without turning. "We shan't 
let anything further happen to little Ada." 

The lyoman^ot up heavily and, with an uneasy glance 
in Vance's directioK, left the ^coom. 

As soon a%she was out of hearin g. Markham swung about. 

"What's the use of raking up all this ancient history ? " 
he demanded irritably. " We're dealing with things that 
have taken place within the past few days; and you 
waste valuable time trying to find out why Tobias Greene 
hired a cook thirteen years ago." 

"There's such a thing as cause and effect," offered 
Vance mildly. "And frequently there’s a dashed long 
interval between the two.'*' * 

"Granted. But what possible connection can this 
German cook have with the present murders?" 

"Perhaps none." Vance strode back across the room, 
his eyes on the floor. " But, Markham old dear, nothing 
appears to have any connection with this ddbilcle. And, 
on the other hand, everything seems to have a possible 
rclation.ship. The whole house is steeped in vague 
meaning. A hundred shadowy hands are pointing to 
the culprit, and the moment you try to determine the 
direction the hands disapjxjar. It’s a nightmare. Nothing 
means anything, therefore, anything may have a 
meaning." 

"My dear Vance! You're not yourself." Markham's 
tone was one of annoyance and reproach. "Your re- 
marks are worse than the obscure ramblings of the sibyls. 
W'hat if Tobias Greene did have dealings with one Mann- 
heim in tlie past? Old Tobias indulged in numerous 
shady transactions, if the gossip of twenty-five or thirty 
years ago can be credited.* He was for ever scurrying 
to the ends of the earth on some mysterious mission, and 
coming home with his pockets lin^. And it's common 
knowledge that he %pent tonsidcrftble time in Germany. 
If you try to dig up his past for possible explanations 
the present business, you'll have your hands full." W 

* I remember, back In the 'nineties, when I was a schoolboy, heariof my 
fatho: allude to certain picturesque tales of Tobias Greene's eacapadea. 



"You misconstrue iw vagaries/* returned Vance» 
pausing before the old^oil-painting of Tobias Greene 
over the fireplace. " I repudiate all ambition to become 
the family historian of the Greenes. . . . Not a bad 
head on Tobias/* he commented, adjusting his monocle 
and ins])etting the portrait. **An intercitin* character. 
Dynamic forehead, with ij\ore than snggestio\i of the 
scholar. A rugged, pr^’ing nose. Yes, Tobijis no doubt 
fared forth on many an adventurous quest. A crusi 
mouth, though — rather sinister, in fact. 1 wish the 
whiskers permitted one a view of the chin. It was round, 
with a deep cleft, Td say — the substance ot which 
Chester's diin was but tlie siinulacruin." 

" Very edifying,'* siieerctl Markhnni. "But phrenology 
leaves itie cold tliis moniing. 'ii ll me, \aiice: arc 
you laboutiiig under some uftclodnimatit: notion that 
old IMarinht-im may have been resumcled and returned 
to wreak ^•engeaIlce on the Greene progeny for wrongs 
done him by Tobias in the dim past ? 1 can t sec any 
other reason for the questions you put to Mrs. Mannheim. 
Don’t overlook the fact, how'cver, that Manulicim’s 
dead/* 

"1 didn’t attend the funeral.'* Vance sank lazily 
again in his chair. 

"Don't be so unutterably futile," snapped Markham. 
"What's going through your head? " 

"An excellent figure of speech! It expresses my 
mental state perfectly. Numberless things are 'going 
through my head.* But nothing remains there. My 
brain’s'^a veritable .sieve." 

Heath projected himself into the discussion. 

" My opinion is, sir, that the Mannheim angle of this 
affair is a washout. \\ eTe dc«aling with the present, and 
the bird that did tliis shooting is somewheres around 
here right now," • 

"You’re probably right, Sergeant/* conceded Vance. 
"But — ^my word! — it strikes me that every angle of 
the case — ^and, for thi* mattery everf cusp, arc, tangent; 

C bola, sine, radius, and hyperbole — ^is hopelessly 
dated." 
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Chapter XI A Painful Interview 

{Friday, Novemberi^ : ii a.m.) 

Markham glaar^ impatiently at his watch. 

'getting hde/' he qjmplainecl, "and I have 
an important appointment at noon. I think ru have 

go at Rex Greene, and then leave matters in your 
hands for the time being, Sergeant. There's nofhiikg 
much to be done here now, and your routine work 
must be gone through with.** 

Heath got up gloomily. 

"Yes; and one of the first things to be done Is to 
go over this house with a fine-tooth comb for’ that re- 
volver. If we could find that gun we’d be ori our way." 

"I don't w'ant to damp your ardour, Sergeant," 
drawled Vance, "but something whispers in niy car 
that the weapon you yearn for is going to prove dashed 
elusive.’* 

Heath looked depressed; he was obviously of Vance's 
c^inion. 

"A hell of a case, this is! Not a lead— nothing to get 
your teeth in." 

He went to the archway and yanked the bell-cord 
viciously. When Sproot appeared he almost barked 
his demand that Mr. Kcx Greene be produced at once; 
and he stood looking truculently after the retreating 
butler as if longing for an excuse to follow up his order 
with violence. 

Rex came in nervously, a half-smoked cigarette hang- 
ing from his lips. His eyes were sunken ; his cheeks sagg^ 
and his short splay fingers fidgeted with the hem of hid 
smoking jacket, like those of a man under the influence 
oichyoscine. He gave us a resentful, half-frightened gase, 
and planted himself aggressively before us, refusing to 
take the seat Markham indicated. Suddenly he demanded 
fiercely: 

"Have you found out yet who killed Julia and 
Chester?" 

"No," Markham admitted; "but we*ve taken evtiy 
precaution against any recurrence. . . •'* 
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Precaution? What Juave you done? 

We've stationed a nian both front and rear ” 

A cackling laugh cut him short. 

lot of good that'll dot The person who's after us 
Greener has nkey. He has a key, 1 tell you ! And he can 
get in whenever he wants to, and nobody eon stop him.'* 
"1 think you exaggerate a little, "#retumed Markham 
mildly. "In any case we hope to put our hfnds on him 
yery^soon. And that's why I've asked you here agaiiw^ 
iVs quite possible that you can help us." 

"What do I know?" The man's words were defiant, 
and he took several long inhalations on his cigarette, 
the ashes of which fell upon his jacket unnoticed. 

"You were a-slecp, I understand, when the shot was 
fired last night," went on Markham's quiet voice; "but 
Sergeant Meath tells me you were awake until after 
eleven and hcaid noises in the hall. Supi>ose you teU 
us just what h.apiwned.'' 

. "Nothing happened!" Rex blurted. "I went to bed 
at half-jxist ten, but I was too nervous to sleep. Then, 
some time later, the moon came out and fell across the 
loot of the bed ; and I got up and pulled down the shade. 
About ten minutes later 1 heard a scraping sound in the 

hall, and directly after\vard a door closed softly " 

"Just a moment, Mr. Greene," interrupted Vance. 
"Can you be a little more definite about that noise? 
What did it sound like?" 

"1 didn't pay any attention to it," was the whining 
reply, "It might have bt'en almost anything. It was 
like sofiieonc laying down a bundle, or dragging some- 
thing across the floor; or it might have been old Sproot 
in his bedroom slippers, though it didn’t sound like 
him-^that is, 1 didn't associate him with the sound wbeqi 
I heard it." 

"And after that?** 

"After that ? I lay awake in bed ten or fifteen minutes 
longer. I was restless and — and expectant; so I turned 
on the lights to see ^at time it wds, and smoked half 
a cigarette " 

" It was twenty-five minutes past eleven, 1 understand.**^ 
"That's right. Then a few minutes later 1 put out 
the fight, and must have gone right to deep." 
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There 'was a pause, and Heath drew himself up 
f aggressively. 

"Say, Greene: know anything about firearms?" 
He shot the question out brutally. 

Rex stiffened. His lips sagged open, and his cigarette 
fell to the fioo% Tlie muscles of lus thin jowls U*itched, 
and he gflanced men icingly at^tho' sergeant. 

"What you mean? " The wc»rds weie like a sniul; 
ardl noticed tlhit his whole l>ody was (juivering. 

"Know what Ixuaini' ol your })rollier's revolver 
pursued Heath relentlessly, thrusting out Jiis jaw. 

Rex’s mouth A\as working m a ]).iro'cysni ol fury and 
fear, but he seemed unable to artu ulate 

“Where have yon got it hidden.''” Again Heath's 
voice sounded liaishly. 

“Revober? . . . iluldtn? . . last • Hex liad 

sucreeded in formulating his words. “ You-- lilthy 
rotter! If you’ve got any idea that 1 have the revolver, 
go up and tear my loom ajiart and look for it — and be 
damned to you!’’ His (yes flashed, and lus upper lip 
lifted over his teeth. But there was Inghl in luh attitude 
as well as rage. 

Heath had leaned forward 4 *.. . was about to say 
something further, when X'ance quickly rose and laid 
a restraining li.ind on the sergeant’s arm. He was too 
late, how'ever, to avoid the Hung he evidently hopc^d 
to forestall. WJiat Heath had already said had suflicient 
stimulus to bring aliout a terrible reaction in his victim. 

"What do 1 tare what that unspeakable swine says?" 
he shouted, i>oiiiting a palsied linger at tlie sc.geant. 
Oaths and vituperation welled shrilly from the twitching 
lips. His insensate wTath seemed to pass all oi dinary 
bounds. His enormous head was thrust iorw'ard like a 
python’s; and his face was cyanosed and contorted. 

•Vance stood poised, W'atchiiig him alertly; and Mark- 
ham had instinctively movc*d back his chair. Even 
Heath was startled by Rex’s inonlinate malignity. 

What might havt happened I don’t know, had not 
Von Blon at that moment stej>pecl swiftly into the room 
and placed a restraining hand on the youth’s shoulder. 

"Rex!" he said, in a calm, authoritative voice. "Get 
a grip on yourself. You're disturbing Ada." 
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The other ceased speaking abruptly; but his ferocity v 
of manner did not wholly abate. He shook oft the doctor's 
hand angrily and swung round, facing Von Blon. 

"What are you interfering for?" he cried. "You're 
always meddling in this house, coming here when you're 
not sent for, and nosing into our aff^hrs. '{►lother's 
paralysis is only an excuse. You’vc^said yourself she'll 
never get well, and yet you keep coming, bringing her 
medicine and sending bills." He gave the doctor a cral^ 
leer. "Oh, you don’t deceive me, I know why you come 
here! It's Sibella!" Again he thrust out his head 
grinned shrewdly. " She'd be a good catch for a doct^^' 
too — wouldn't she? Plenty of money " 

Suddenly he halted. His eyes did not leave Von 
Blon, but he shrank back and the twitching of his face 
began once more. A quivcilng finger went up; and 
as he spoke his voice rose excitedly. 

"But Sibclla’s money isn't enough. You want ours 
along with hers. So you're arranging for her to inherit 
all of it. That's it — that's it! You're the one W'ho's 
been doing all this, • , . Oh, my God! You’ve got 
Chester's gun — you took it! And you've got a key to 
the bouse — easy enough for you to have one made. 
That's how you got in." 

Von Blon .shook his head sadly and smiled with rueful 
tolerance. It was an embarrassing moment, but he 
carried i^ ofll well. 

"Come, Rex," he said quietly, like a person speaking 
to a refractory child, "You've said enough " 

"Haf^e I!" cned the youth, his eyes gleaming un- 
naturally. " You knew Chester had the revolver. You 
went camping with him the summer ho got it — he told 
me so the other day, after Julia was killed." His beady 
little eyes seemed to stare from his head ; a spasm shook 
his emaciated body ; and his fingers again began worryiifg 
the hem of his jacket. 

Von Blon stepped swiftly forward jnd, putting a hand 
on each of his should shook him. 

" That’ll do, Rex ! " The vrords were a sharp command. 
•'If you carry on this way, we’ll have to lock you up in 
an institution." 

The threat was uttered in what I considered an un- 





mGBBasaify brutal tone; but ^ had ilM» desired effect. 
A haunting fear showed in Rex's eyes. He seemed siei« 
d^ly, to go limp, and he docilely permitted Von Blon to 
.MBKlm fn>m the room. 

sweet specimen, that Rex/' commented Vance, 
f^^lot a TOrsomone would choose for a boon companion, 

S ivated macroctphalia— cortical irritation. But Isay, 
Mt; ^ally, y* know, you shouldn't have prodd^ 

Eth grunted. 

Tou can't tell me that guy don't know something, 
you can bet your sweet life I'm going to search his 
room damn* good for that gun." 

"It appears to me," rejoined Vance, "he's too flighty 
to have planned the massacre in this house. He might 
blow up under pressure and hit somebody wfth a handy 
xniasile; but I doubt if he'd lay any deep schemes and 
bide his time." 


"He's good and scared about something," i>ersisted 
Heath morosely. 

" Hasn't he cause to be? Maybe he thinks the elusive 
gunman hereabouts will choose him as the next target." 

■"If there is another gunman, he showed danm' bad 
taste not picking Rex out flrst." It was evident the 
sergeant was still smarting under the epithets that had 
so recently been dbcclcd at him. 

Von Blon returned to the drawing-room at this 
moment, looking troubled. ' 

"I've got Rex quieted," he said. "Gave him five 
grains of luminal. He'll sleep for a few hours and wake up 
penitent. I've rarely seen him quite so violent as he was 
to-day. He's supersensitive — cerebral neurasthenia; and 
he's apt to fly ofi the handle. But he's never dangerous." 
He scanned our faces swiftly. "One of you gentlemen 
must have said something pretty severe." 

Heath looked sheepish. "1 asked him where he'd bid 
the gun." 

"Ah!" The doCtor gave th^ sergeant a look of 
questioning reproach. "Too bad! We have to be 
careful with Rex. He's all right so long as he fedHi. 
opposed too strongly. But I don't just see, sir, wiiat 
yotir object could have been in questiooiiig him itent 
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the revolver. You surelv d<m't suspect him of having 
had a hand in these teirrole shootings." 

^'You tell me who did the shootings, doc," retorted 
Heath pugnaciously, "and then I'll tcU you who 1 
suspect." - - , 

"I regret that I am unable to enlightiai you." Von 
Blon's lone exuded its habitual pleasantness. '"But I 
assure you Rex had no part in them. They're quite, oht 
of keeping with his pathologic state." 

"That's the defence of half the high*class killeg| wo 
get the goods on," countered Heath. 

"1 see I can't argue with you." Von Blon sighjf'* 
regretfully, and* turned an engaging countenance in 
Markham's direction. " Rex's absurd accusations puzzled 
me deepfv, but, since this officer admits he practically 
accured thft boy of having the levolver, the situation 
becomes perfectly clear. A common form of instinctive 
sclf-protcction, this attempting to shift blame on others. 
You can see, of course, that Hex was merely trj'mg to turn 
suspicion upon me so as to free himself. It's unfortunate^ 
for he and I were always good fi tends. Poor Rexl " 

"By the by, doctor," came Vance's indolent voice; 
"that point about your Ixfing with Mr, Chester Greene 
on the camping-trip when he first secured Uic gun ; was 
that correct.^ Or was it merely a fancy engendered by 
Rex's self-protective instinct ? " 

Von BJon smiled with faultless urbanity and, putting 
bis head a little on one side, appeared to recall the past. 

"It may be correct." he admitted. "I was once with 
Chester* on a camping-trip. Yes, it’s quite likely — 
though 1 shouldn't like to state it dcimitely. It was so 
long ago." 

"Fifteen years, I think, Mr. Greene said. Ah, yes — 
long time ago. Eheu f fugaces, Postume, Vostume, /abuniur 
anni. It’s very depressin*. And do you recall, doctor, «f 
Mr. Greene had a revolver along on that particular 
outing?" 

"Since you mentioniit, I believe I So recall his having 
one, thon^ again 1 should choose not to be definite on 
tte subject" 

"Perhaps you may zecollect if he used it for target 
practice." Vance’s tone was dulcet and uneager. "P^ 
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ping away at tree-boles and tin .cans and what not, don't 
y* know.” 

Von Blon nodded reminiscently. 

**Ye-es. It's quite possible. . . .** 

"And you yourself may have done a bit of dcsultVy 
popping^ whati?” 

" To be sure, I may have." ^ Von Blon spoke musingly, 
like one rqpalling childish pranks. "Yes, it's wholly 
passible.” 

Vance lapsed into a disinterested silence, and the 
doctor, after a moment's hesitation, rose. 

"I must be going, I'm afraid.” And with a gracious 
bow he started toward the door. "Oh, •by the way,” he 
said, pausing, "I almost forgot that Mrs. Greene told me 
she desired to see you gentlemen before you wAit. For- 
give me if I suggest that it might be wise to Humour her. 
She's something of a dowager, and her invalidism has 
made her rather irritable and exacting.” 

" I'm glad you mentioned Mrs. Greene, doctor.” It was 
Vance who spoke. "I've been intending to ask you 
about her. What is the nature of her paralysis ? ” 

Von Blon appeared surprised. 

"Why, a sort of paraplegia dolorosa — that is, a 
paralysis of the legs and lower part of the body, accom- 
panied by severe pains due to pressure of the indurations 
on the spinal cord and nerves. No spasticity of the limbs 
has supervened, however. Came on very suddenly with- 
out any premonitory symptoms about ton years ago— 
probably the result of transverse myelitis. There's 
nothing really to be done but to keep her as conrffortablo 
as possible with symptomatic treatment, and to tone up 
the heart action. A sixtieth of strychnine three times a 
day takes care of the circulation.” 

"Couldn't by any chance be a hj^stcrical akinesia?” 

• "Good Lord, no! There's no hysteria.” Then his eyes 
widened in amazement. "Oh, I see! No; there's no 
possibility of recovery, even partial. It's organic 
paralysis.” 

"And atrophy?” 

"Oh, yes. Muscular atrophy is now pronounced.'^ 

"Thank you very much.” Vance lay back with half* 
closed eyes. 
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not at all. And remember, Mr. Markham, that 
I always stand ready to telp in any way I can. Please 
don't hesitate to call on me." He bowed again, and went 
out. 

Markham got up and stretched his legs. 

"Come; we've been summoned to ^ippear," His 
facet iousn ess w^as a patent jailor t to slinke oil the depres- 
sing gloom of the Ctasc. 

Mrs. Greene received us with almost unctuous cOi^ 
dialily. 

"I knew you’d grant the request of a poor old useless 
cripple,” she said, with an appealing smile; "though 
I’m used to being ignored. Jso one paj's any attention 
to my w’ishes.” 

The ntfrse stood at the head ot bed arranging the 
pillows beneath the old lady's #liouidei?. 

"Is that comfortable now?” she asked. 

Mrs. Greene made a gesture of annoyance. 

"A lot you care whether I'm comfortable or not! 
Why can’t you let me alone, nurse? Yon'ro ahvavs 
disturbing me. Tliere was nothing wTong with the 
pillows. And 1 don't want you in licre now anpvay. Go 
and sit with Ada.” 

The nurse drew a long, patient breath, and went 
silently from the room; closing the door behind her. 

Mrs, Greene reverted to her former ingratiating manner. 

"No one understands my needs the tvay Ada does, 
Mr. Marknam. What a relief it will be w hen the dear 
child gets well enough lo care for me again! But I 
mustn't tjomplain The nurse docs the best she knows 
how, I suppose. Please sit down, gentlemen . . . yet 
what wouldn't I give if I could only stand up the way 
you can. No one realizes w^hat it means to be a helpless 
paralytic.” 

Markham did not avail himself of the ini-itation, but 
waited until she had finished speaking, and then said: 

"Please behove that you have my deepest sympathy, 
madam. . . . You senitfor me, Doctefr Von Blon said.’* 

"Yes!” She looked at him calculatingly. "I wanted 
to ask you a favour.” 

She paused, and Markham bowed but did not answer.. 
”I wanted to request you to drop this investigatioiu 



IVe had enough vrotry and d^urOanoe as it is. ButjT 
don^t count. It’s the family Fm thinking of— the good 
name of the Greenes.” A note of pride came into her 
voice. ^MThat need is there to drag us through the mire 
and make us an object of scandalous gossip for the 
canaille^? I irant peace and quiet, Mr. Markham. I won’t 
be here much longer; and wl^y should my house be over** 
|Rin with |y>licemcn just because Julia and Chester have 
buffered their just deserts for neglecting me and letting 
xne suffer here alone? I'm an old woman and a cripple* 
and I'm deserving of a little consideration.” 

Her face clouded, and her voice became harsh. 

"You haven't any right to come here and upset my 
house and annoy me in this outrageous fashion I 1 haven't 
had a minute's rest since all this excitement Ik^gan, and 
my spine is paining me to 1 can hardly brdkthe.” She 
took several stertorous breaths, and her eyes flashed 
indignantly. ” I don't expect any better treatment from 
my children — they're hard and thoughtlcs.s. But you* 
Mr. Markham — an outsider, a stranger: why should 3rou 
want to torture me with aU tins commotion ? It's out- 
rageous — inhuman 1 ” 

”I am sorry if the presence of the officers of the law 
in your house disturbs you,” Markham told her gravely;, 
"but I have no alternative. When a crime l^s be^ 
committed it is my duty to investigate, and to use every 
means at my disposal to bring the guilty j>erson to' 
justice.” 

"Justice I” The old lady repeated the word scorn- 
fully. "Justice has already ^en done. I've becd avenged 
for the treatment I've received these many years* lying 
here helpless.” 

There was something almost terrifying in the woman's 
cruel and unrelenting hatred of her children, and in the 
cold-blooded satisfaction she seemed to take that two 
them had been punished death. Markham* naturally^"^ 
sympathetic* revolted against her attitude. 

"However mu<fh gratifleatiotf you may led at tbS 
murder of your son and daughter* madam*” he 9B$d 
coldly, "it does not release me from my duty to find 
murderer. Was there anything else you wished to 
to me about?” 



. Vor a iMrbile fiilie sat silent, ber face working with 
impotent pa^on. The g^e she bent on Marklum was 
aliikMst ferocious. But presently the vindictive vigilance 
of her eyes relaxed/ and she drew a deep sigh. 

'‘No; you may go now. I have nothing more to say. 
And, anyway, who cares about an helpless woman like 
me? 1 should have learned by this time that nobody 
thinks of my comfort, lying nerc all alone, unat>le to helpuK 
myself — a nuisance to everyone. ..." 

Her whining, self-pitying voice followed us as we made 
our escape. 

**Y' Imow, Markham," said Vance, as we came into 
the lower hall, "the Empress Dowager is not entirely 
devoid of reason. Her suggestion is desen*ing of con- 
sideration.* The clarion vpice of duty may summon you 
to this ques^ but — my word !— jwhither shall one quest ? 
There's nothing sane in this house — nothing that lends 
itself to ordin'ry normal reason. Why not take her advice 
and chuck it ? Even if you learn the tnith, it's likely to 
pnove a sort of Pyrrhic vict'ry. I’m afraid it’ll be more 
terrible than the crimes themselves." 

Markham did not deign to answer; he was familial 
with Vance's heresies, and he also knew tliat Vance him- 
self would be the last person to throw over an unsolved 
problem. 

"We’ve got something to go on. Mr. Vance," sub- 
mitted I^th solemnly, but without enthusiasm, 
"There's those foot-tracks, for instance; and we've got 
the missing gun to find. Dubois is upstairs now taking 
finger-priflts. And the reports on the servants’ll be 
coming along soon. There’s no telling what’ll turn up 
in a few days. I’ll have a dozen men working on this 
case before night." 

"Such zeal. Sergeant! But it’s in the atmosphere of 
ms old house — ^not in tangible clues — that the truth lies 
. Sadden. It’s somewhere in these old jumbled rooms; 
it's peering out from dark comers and from behind doors. 

here— in this very Ul, perhaps." 

. 01^ tone was fraught with troubled concern, and 
. Ifsrkham looked at him sharply. 

think* you’re right, Vance," he muttered. "Bttf 
is one to get at it ? " 
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Ton my soul, I don’t knc^w. How does one get aV 
spectres, anyway? I’ve never had much intimate inter* 
course with ghosts, don’t y' know.” 

” You’re talking rubbish!” Markham jerked on his 
overcoat, and turned to Heath. "You go ahead. Ser- 
geant ;jand lAep in touch with me. If nothing develops 
from your iiujuiiftrs, we’ll discuss the rcxt step.” 

And he -and \'ance and 1 went out to the waiting can 


Chapter XII A ^Motor Ride 

{Xorcwhcr i2i\ — Xoccmbcr 25/A.) 

The inquiry was pushctl according to the best trc'iditionS 
of the I'olice Dt'])cLrtment. Cajdain Carl I^^cdorn, the 
fire-arms expert,* inaderi minute scif^niilicTxamination 
of the bullets. I'he same revolver, he found, h;id lired all 
throe shots: the ]>eculiar rilling told hint this; and he 
was able to slate that the revolver was an old Smith & 
Wesson of a style whose manufacture had been dis- 
continued. But, while these finding.s oflered substantia- 
tion to the theory that Chester Greene’s missing gun was 
the one used by the murderer, they added nothiug to the 
facts already established or suspected. Heputy lnspc*ctor 
Conrad Brenner, the burglar-To(;ls expert, f had con- 
ducted an exhaustive examination of the scene for 
evidential signs of a forced entrance, but liad found no 
traces whatever of a housebreaker. 

Dubois and liis assistant Bellamy — the two leading 
fing -T-print authorities of the New York IVdice Depart-, 
ment — went so far as to take finger-prints of every met# 
ter of the Greene household, including Doctor Von Blon; 
and these were compared with the impressions found in 
the hallwa3rs and in the rooms where the shootings bad 
SDCcurred. But when this tedious process was over not 
an unidentified print remained; and all those that had 
been found and photographed were logically accounted*^ 
for. 

• Cantain Hagedom was the expert who supplied Vance with the teclmioal 
data in the Bisnsou inurderjMtt. which made it possible for him to estaUkll 
the behfht of the inucdercr<|P^ 

t It was Inspector Bremier who examined and xeportod on the 
feikcl-boK in the “Canary” murder caae. 
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Chester Greene’s goloshes were taken to Headquarters 
and turned over to Captain Terym, who carefully com- 
pared them with the mersurecnents and the patterns 
made by Snitkin. No new fact concerning them, however, 
was discovered. The tracks in the snow. Captain Jerym 
reported, had been made either by the golosltes givgn him 
or by another pair of the exs^t size and fast. Beyond this 
statement he could not, he said, conscientiously go. 

It was established that no one in the Greene mansion, * 
with the exception of Chester and Rex, owned goloshes ; 
and Rex’s were number seven — three sizes smaller than 
those found in Chester’s clothes-closet. Sproot used only 
Storm-rubbers, size eight; and Doctor Von Bion, who 
affected gaiters in winter, always wore rubber sandals 
during stoA^ weather. 

The searcn for the missing rj#volver occupied several 
days. Heath turned the task over to men trained 
especially in this branch of work, and supplied them with 
a search-warrant in case they should meet with any 
opposition. But no obstacle was put in their way. The 
house was systematicidly ransacked from basement to 
attic. Even Mrs. Greene’s quarters were subjected to a 
search. The old lady had at first objected, but finally 
gave her consent, and even seemed a bit disappointed 
when the men had finished. The only room that was not 
gone over was Tobias Greene’s library. Owing to the 
feet that Mrs. Greene never let the key go out of her 
possession, and had permitted no one to enter the room 
since her husband’s death. Heath decided not to force 
the issued hen she refused point-blank to deliver the 
1^. TS^very other nook and comer of the house, how- 
ever, was combed by the sergeant’s men. But no sign of 
the revolver rewarded their efforts. 

The autopsies revealed nothing at variance with 
.Doctor Doremus’s preliminary findings. Julia and* 
Chester had each died instantaneously from the effects of 
Sr bullet entering the heart, shot from a revolver held at 
close range. No other poisiblc cause of death was present 
in either body; and there were no indici^ons of a 
struggle. 

, No unknown or suspicious persdWad been seen near 
the Greene mansion on the night of either murder. 



fkUJioiic^ several people found who iMiybeeii^'^ti 
the neighbourhood at the time; and a bootmdlrMgdiD/ 
lived on , the second floor of the Narcoss Flab 
Street, opposite to the house, stated that he 
Bitting at his window, smoking his bedtime pipe, dui^ 
the time of fk>th shootings, and could swear that no oiae 
had passed down^ that end #f the street* 

However, the guard which had been placed over the 
* Greene mansion was not relaxed. Men were on duty 
day and night at both entrances to the estate, and 
everyone entering or leaving the premises was closdy 
scrutinized. So close a watch was kept that strange 
tradesmen found it inconvenient and at times difficu^ 
to make ordinar>' deliveries. ^ 

The reports that were turned in cqnc^ming the 
servants were unsatisfactory from the sbandpoint 
detail; but all the facts unearthed tended to eliminate 
each subject from any possible connection with the 
crimes. Barton, the younger maid, who had quitted the 
Greene establishment the morning after the second 
tragedy, proved to be the daughter of respectable work* 
ing people living in Jersey City. Her record was good, 
and her companions all appeared to be harmless members 
of her own class. 

Hemming, it turned out, was a widow who, up to the 
time of her employment with the Greenes, had kept 
house for her husband, an iron-worker, in Altoona^ 

She was remembered even there among her former neigh- 
bours as a religious fanatic who had led hey husband 
sternly and exultantly in the narrow path of enforq^ 
rectitude. When he was killed by a furnace exploegpl 
she declared it was the hand of God striking him dom 
for some secret sin. Her associates were few; they wi^ 
in the main members of a small congregation of 
Side Anabaptists. 

The summer gardener of the Greenes — a middle^ 
aged Pole namec^ Krimski — ^was discovered in a privalP 
saloon in Harlem, well under the benumbing influeili^, 
of 83aithetic whisky— a state of beatific lassitude be.bM : 
maintained, with greater or lesser steadfastness si^ 
the end of summo*. He was at once eUminatsdvIcw 
police consideration. "" 




> l$(»|ttffmigai:ion mto«tiie habits and associates ok 
ICt||^lmhheim and Sproot brought nothing whatever 
tO‘!lgt4^ Indeed, ttie habits of these two were exemplary, 
and their contacts with the outside world so meagre 
as' to be regarded as almost non-existent.^ Sproot had 
no visible friends, and his acquaintances were limited 
to an English valet in Pafk Avenue and the trades- 
people of the neighbourhood. He was solitary by nature, ^ 
and what few recreations he permitted himself were 
indulged in unaccompanied. Mrs. Mannheim had rarely 
left the premises of the Greene house since she had taken 
Ujp her duties there at the time of her husband's death, 
kfid apparently kdew no one in New York outside of 
t|ie houseljpld. 

The repor|s dashed whatever hopes Sergeant Heath 
may have harboured of fmding^a solution to the Greene 
mystery by way of a possible accomplice in the house 
iteelf. 

“I guess we’ll have to give up the idea of an inside 
Job,*' he lamented one morning in Markham’s office a 
few days after the shooting of Chester Greene. 

Vance, who was present, eyed him lazily. 

"I shouldn’t say that, don’t y’ know, Sergeant, On 
the contrary, it was indubiUibly an inside job, though 
not just the variety you have in mind." 

**You mean you think some member of the family 
did it?" • 

‘*Well — ^perhaps: something rather along that line." 
Vance drgw on his cigarette thoughtfully, "But that’s 
obt exactly what I meant. It's a situation, a set of con- 
%ions--an atmosphere, let us say— that's guilty. A 
and deadly poison is responsible for the crimes. 
Md that poison is generated in the Greene mansion." 

A swell time I ’d have trying to arrest an atmosphere—, 
Inf a TOison cither, for the matter of that," snorted Heath. 

' '*Oh, there’s a flesh-and-blood victim awaiting your 
ti!ianades somewhere, geant— the agent, so to speak, 

attnosphere." 

\ Markham, who had been conning the various reports 
^l^ case, sighed heavily, and settled back in his chair. 

I wish to heaven." he interposed bitte^JT* 
1^4 g^ve us some hint as to his ideati^k T6» 
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papers are at it hammer and temgs. There’s 
delegation of reporters here this morning.’’*, ' 

The fact was that rarely had there been in Ne^Y(|;^8 
journalistic history a case which had so tenadllnidy 
sei?;§4 upon the public imagination. The sbootin||!*^ 
Julia '.and ./fda Greene had been treated sensationaSjy 
but perfunctoril]? ; but after Chester Greene’s niurtfer 
an eiitirtey diflerent spirit animated the newspaper" 
stories. Ilere was something romantically sinister — 
something which brought back forgotten pages pi 
criminal history'.* Columns were devoted to accibiiliiis 
of the Greene family histor^^ Genealogical arctuv^ 
were delved into for remote tit-bits. Old Tobias Gre&e’s 


record was raked over, and stories of his CEg'ly life feg- 
camc the common pro]M?rty of the man ^ the streets 
Pictures of all the meml5ers of the Greene family acepm* 
panied these sjjcctacular tales; and the Greene manlion 
itself, photograxjhed from every possible angle, iSm 
used regularly to illustrate the fiamboyant accounts ol 
the crimes so recently perpetrated there. 

l lie story of the Greene murders spread over thje, 
entire country, and even the press of Europe found 
space for it. The tragedy taken in connection with 
the socitil prominence of the family and the romantic 
lli^tc/r\' of its progenitors, a]>]>ealed irresistibly to the' 
morbidity and the snobbery of the public. 

It wijs natural that the police and the Dis^trict AttO^ 
nej 's office should b<.* hounded by the repn^senlative^r 
of the ])ress; and it was also natural that b^Lh 
and Markham should be sorely troubled by the f^t 
that all their eftorts to lay hands on the criminal ]md 
come to naugl'.t. Several conferences had been cal%d 
ill Markham’s olfice, at each of which the ground had 
bf*en carefully n jiloughed ; but not one helpful sugg6sti0fi 
*had been turned up. Two weeks after the murder "of 
Chesb-r Greene the case began to take on the aspect of 
1 stalemate. 


* Airionj' tljr famous ^‘ascs ro^ntion#*rl as lx*!!!!* iu some manner comi 
to till' (^reine shootings wore the mass iminlers of /.amlru, Jean-U 
'iroppmann, I-'riu llaarmanii and Mrs. Dellc Gwnness; tlic tavern 
lh« h<nders; the Van der Lindf.*!! ptrtsonings in Holland; the 
cask strangling^; the Kngeley inuMers ol Doctor Wilhaoi Palukdr; 1 
beating to death of Ucnjauiiu Natlian. ^ 
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kt fortnight, however, Vance had not been 
P^situation had diught and held his interest, 
aj^d n 0 t ondSkTiad he dismissed it from his mind since 
that ^EU^ molding when Chester Greene had applied 
to; Ji^kham ”ftr help. He said little about the case, 
bft he had attended each of the conference^: and from 
hia. casual comments I know was both fascinateci and 

perplexed by the problem it presented. 

So conviiicrd was he that the Greene mansion itself • 
held the secret to the crimes enacted there that he had 
m^deit a pomt*t<) call at the house sev(T:il times without 
iM^kham. Markham, in fact, had biun there but once 
sineft^he second crime. It v’as not that lie was shirking 
h^ '^ask. There ‘was, in re.ility, little for him to do; 
91^ the rdhtine diilies of his oihce »v*Te particularly 
beavy at Ilia* time * ^ 

Sjjiclla. he.d insisted that the funerals of Julia and 
-iCh^ter be combined in one service, wiuch wa ’ held in 
tlSe private cliapcl of Malconib’s Undertaking Parlours. 
Only a few inliinate acquaintances were iiotilied (though 
a curious crowd gathered outside the building, attracted 
by the sensational associations of the (M>se<iiuos) ; and 
the interment at Woodlawn Cemetery was strictly 
private. Doctor \’an Bloii accompanied Sibclla and 
Rex to the chapel, and sat witli them during the ser- 
lyices. Ada, though improving rapidly, was still con- 
;6n^tu the house ; and Mrs. Greene's paralysis of course 
her attendance impossible, although I doubt if 
would have gone in any case, for when the suggestion 
madc*Lhat the services be held at home she had 
Vetoed it emphatically. 

It was on the day after the funeral that Vance paid 
first unoihciai visit to the Greene mansion. Sibella 
iieivied him vvithout any show of surprise. 

‘I'm so glad you’ve come," she greeted him, almost* 
rfly. "I knew you weren’t a policeman the first time 
you. Imagine a policeman smoking Regie cigar- 
And I’m dyin^ for someone *10 talk to. Of 



^urse, aJl the people I know avoid me now as they 

fa^us Impure-milk scandal was then to the fore, and the cases wen 
OQ the court calendar. Also, at tliat time, there was an anti- 

AtUicoey'* oBm 
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would a pestilence. X haven't had an invitatH^ since 
Julia passed from this silly life. Respect for the dead, 

I believe they call it. And just when 1 mo^ need 
diversion!** 

She rang for the butler and ordered tea. 

" Sproot ^akes mdeh better tea than he does coffee, 
thank heaven!*/, she ran on. with a kind of nervous 
detachment. *'What a sweet day we had yesterday! 
Funerals^ are hideous farces. I could hardly keep a 
straight face when the officiating reverend doctor bc^n 
extolling the glories of the departed. And all the time 
—poor man — he was eaten up with morbid curiosity, 
I*m sure he enjoyed it so much that he wouldn't com- 
plain if 1 entirely forgot to send him a cheque for his 
kind words. . • .** ' . 

The tea was served, but before Sproot had withdrawn 
Sibella turned to him pettishly. 

"I simply can’t stand any more lea. I ivant a Scotch 
high-ball.** She lifted her eyes to Vance inquiringly, 
but he insisted that he preferred tea; and the girl drank 
her high-ball alone. 

*‘I crave stimulation these days," she explained airily. 
"This moated grange, so to speak, is getting on my 
young and fretful nerves. And the burden of Ix^ing a 
celebrity is quite overwhelming. 1 really have become 
a celebrity, you know. In fact, all the Greenes are quite 
famous now. I never imagined a mere murder or two 
could give a family such positively irrationai prominence* 
ril probably be in Hollywood yet." , 

She gave a laugh which struck me as a triTe strained. 

*'It*s just too jolly! Even mother is enjoying it. 
She gets all the papers and reads every word ^at*s 
written about us — which is a blessing, let me tcB you. 
She's almost forgotten to find fault; and 1 haven't 
. heard a word about her spine for days. The Lofd tem- 
pers the wind — or is it something about an ill wind I'm 
trying to quote? 1 always get my classical iefer«||pe9 
confused. ...*** ^ 

She ran on in this flippant vein for half an 
so. But whether her callousness was genuine 
a brave attempt to counteract the pall of trageil^ ‘wm 
hung over her 1 couldn't make out. Vance ttowidr 
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interested and amused. He seemed to sense a certain 
emotional necessity in thl^ girl to relieve her mind; 
but long before we went away he had led the conversa- 
tion round to commonplace matters. When we rose to 
go Sibclla insisted that wc come again. 

“You're so comforting, Mr. Vance/' she .^id. “I'm 
sure you're not a moralist; C'nd you h^Lven’t once con- 
doled with me o\ er my bereavements. 1'hanV' heaven, 
we Greenes ha\'c no relatives to swoop down on us and 
batJie us in tears. I 'm sure I'd commit suicide if we had. " 

Vance and I called twice more within the week, and 
were received cordially. Sibella’s high spirits were 
always the same. If she felt the horror that had des- 
cended so sudilonly and unexpectedly upon her home, 
she managed to liide it well. Only in her oagorness to 
talk freely and in her cxaggcn'Hed efforts to avoid all 
sign of mourning did 1 sense an}’' effects on her of the 
terrible experienc e she had been through. 

Vance on none) of his \isits referred direr tly to the 
crimes; and 1 became deeply puzzled by his attitude. 
He was trying to learn something— -of that I was j)Ohitive, 
But I failed to .see w hat jiusbible progress he could make 
by the casual methods he was pursuing. Had I not 
known him lietter I might have suspected him of being 
personally interested in Sibella; but such a notion I 
dismissed siiniiltancously with its fonnulation. I 
noticed, however, tliat after each call he became un- 
accountably pensive; and one evening, after we had had 
tea w'illi Sibclla, lie sat for an hour liefore the fire in bis 
living-roonT without timiing a j^ago of the volume of da 
Vinci's “Trattato della I'illura” which Uy oixn before 
him. 

On one of his visits to the Greene mansion he had 
met and talked with Rex. At first the youth had been 
surly and resentful of our presence; but before we went* 
away he and Vance were discussing such subjt'cts as 
EMstein's gcncral-relat^’ity theory, tlii? ^loulton-Chain- 
berUn planetesimal hypothesis, and Poincarc5’s science 
of numbers, on a plane quite beyond the grasp of a mere 
la;j^an like myself. Rex had warmed up to the dis- 
ettssion in an ^most friendly manner, and at parting 
Itad even offered his hand for Vance to shake. 
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On another occasion Vance had asked Sibella to 
be perpiitted to pay his redt>ect3 to Mrs. Greene. His 
apologies to her — ^which he gave a semi-official flavour— 
for all the annoyance caused by the police immediately 
ingratiated him in the old lady's good graces. He was 
most ^licihjus about her health, and asked her numerous 
questions regarding her paralysis — ^the nature of her 
spinal pains and the symptoms of her restlessness. His 
air of sympathetic concern drew from her an elaborate 
and detailed jeremiad. 

Twice Vance talked to Ada, who was now up and 
about, but with her arm still in a sling. For some 
reason, however, the girl appeared almost farouche when 
approached by him. One day when we ^ere at the 
house Von Blon called, and Vance scemec^ to go out of * 
his way to hold him in u>nversation. 

As I have said, 1 could not fathom his motive in all 
this apparently desultory social give-and-take. Ho never 
broached the subject of the tragedies except in the 
most indirect way; he appeared, rather, to avoid the 
topic deliberately. But 1 did notice that, however casual 
his manner, he was closely studying everyone in the 
house. No nuance of tone, no subtlety of reaction. 


escaped him. He was, 1 knew, storing aw ay impressions, 
analysing minute phases of conduct, and probing de- 
licately into the psychological mainsprings of each pesison 
he talked to. 


We had called perhaps four or flve times at the Greene 
mansion when an episode occurred which must be re- 
counted here in order to clarify a later development 
of the case. I though little of it at the time, but, though 
seemingly trivial, it was to prove of the most sinister 
significance before many days had passed. In fact, had 
it not been for this episode there is no telling to what 
Wful lengths the gruesome tragedy of the Greenes 
have gone; for Vance — ^in one of those strange mental 
flashes of his whigh always secnjied wholly intuitive but 
w'ere in reality, the result of long, subtle reasoning- 
remembered the incident at a crucial moment, gfid 
related it swiftly to other incidents which in themselves 
appeared trifling, but which, when co-ordinated^ tookbu^ 
a tremendous and terrible importance. 







Doling the second week following Chester Greeners 
death the weather moderated markedly. We had several 
heantlfiil dear days, cri^, snnshiny, and invigorating. 
The snow had almost entirdy disappeared, and the 
gronnd was firm, without any of the slush that usually 
follows a winter thaw. On Thursday, Vance and I called 
at the Greene mansion earjier than on &y pdsfvious 
visit, and we saw Doctor Von Blon's car parked before 
the gate. 

'*Ah!" Vance observed. "I do hope the family 
Fnracelsns is not departing immediately. The man 
lures me; and his exact relationship to the Greene 
f^ily irks my curiosity." 

Von Blon, as a matter of fact, was preparing to go as 
we entered the hallway. Sibclla and Ada, bundled in 
their furs, stood just behind him; and it was evident 
that they were accompanying him. 

. "It was such a pleasant day," explained Von Blon, 
somewhat disconcertcrdly, "I thought l*d take the girls 
dor a drive." 

-'And you and Mr. Van Dine must come with us," 
chimed in Sibella, smiling hospitably at Vance. "If 
tSe doctor’s temperamental dri\ing affects your heart 
action, I promise to take the wheel myself. I’m really 
an expert chauffeur." 

I surprised a look of displeasure on Von Blon’s face; 
but Vance accepted the invitatio l i^ p ithout demur; 
and in a lew moments w'c were riding across town, 
comfortably installed in the doctor's big Daimler, with 
Sibella ii. front, next to the driver’s seat, and Ada 
between Vance and me in the tonneau. 

We went north on Fifth Avenue, entered Central 
]Park, and, emerging at the 72nd Street entrance, headed 
lor Hiverside Drive. The Hudson River lay like a sheet 
•^«*j^j|J|ue>grass below us, and the Jersey palisades in thcf* 
iSaclear air of early afternoon were as plainly etched 
||8 a Degas drawing. At Dyckman Street we went 
Broadway, and tumedr west on the*" Spuyten Du3nnl 
Snad to Palisade Avenue overlooking the old wooded 
estates along the water. We passed through a private 
leiulway lined with hedges, turned inland agsdn to 
Sfcamore Avenue, and came out on the Kiverdale Soad, 
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We drove through Yonkers, up North Broadway into 
Hastings, and then skirted the Longue Vue Hill. B^ond 
Dobbs Ferry we entered the Hudson Road, and at 
Ardsley again turned west beside the Country Club 
golf-links, and came out on the river level. Beyond the 
Ardsley Station a narrow dirt road ran up the hill along 
the wkter; and, «rinstcad oL following the main highway 
to the ^ast, we continued up this little-used road, 
• emerging on a kind of plateau of wild pasture-land. 

A mile or so farther on — about midway between 
Ardsley and Tarrytown — a small dun hill, like a boulder, 
loomed directly in our path. When we came to the foot 
of it, the road swung sharply to the west along a curved 
promontory. The turn was narrow clnd dangerous, with 
the steep upward slope of the hill on one side and the 
precipitous, rocky desewt into the river dn the other. 
A flimsy wooden fence had been built along the edge of 
the drop, though what fjossible protection it could bo 
to a reckless or even careless driver 1 could not see. 

As vre came to the outermost arc of the little detour 
Von Blon brought the car to a stop, the front wheels 
pointing directly toward the precipice. A magnificent 
vista stretched before us. We could look up and down 
the Hudson for miles. And there was a sense of isola- 
tion about the spot, for the hill behind us completely 
shut off the country inland. 

We sat for several moments taking in the unusual 
view. Then Sibella spoke. Her voice w'a^ whiuisical, 
but a curious note of defiance informed it. 

*‘What a perfectly ripping spot for a muRierl" sho 
exclaimed, leaning over and looking down the steep 
slope of the bluff. *‘Why run the risk of shooting 
people wdiea all you have to do is to take them for a 
ride to this snug little shelf, jump from the car, and let 
•them topple — machine and all — over the precipij^? 
Just another unfortunate auto acridcnl — and no ohe 
the wiser! , . . Really, 1 think Til take up crime ia 
a serious w%ay." * •• 

I felt a shudder pass over Ada\s body, and I noticed 
tliat her face paled. Si]>clla*s comments struck me as 
particularly heartless and unthinking in view of 
terrible experience through which her sister haid e9 
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recently passed. The cruelty of her i^ords evidently 
struck the doctor also, fosibe turned toward her with 
a look of consternation. 

, Vance glanced quickly at Ada. and then attempted to 
banish the embarrassment of tlie tense silence by re- 
marking lightly: 

*‘We refuse to take alarig, howevef, miss Cftene; 
for no one, d'ye see, could seriour.!y consider a cnmin<d 
career on a day as perfect as this. Taiiie's tlit^ory of 
climatic influences is most comforlin’ in moineats hko 
this." 

Von Blon said nothing, but his reproachful eyes did 
not leave Sibella's face. 

"Oh, let us go r»ack!” cried AtJ.i pitifully, nestling 
closer under the lap-robe, as if the air iiad suddenly 
become chill.* ^ 

Without a word Von Blon rcverM' l the mathitie; and 
a luoineut later we were on our wav back to the city. 


Chapter XIII The Third TRAC.r[>Y 

{Xoirn.b’^r 2S*h and Xovemhrr 30?^*), 

The following Sundiiy evening, Xowinher jSth. Mar!:- 
bam invited Inspector Moran, and Heath, to theStnyve- 
sant Club for an informal couleronco. Vance and 1 lia I 
dined with him and wore pie.ent when tlie two po]»«'e 
olFjcials arrived. W’e retired to ^laikhain's fa\'ourite 
corner of tlie club's lounge-room; and soon a general 
discussion of the rireene mnrdi'rs was under way. 

"I'm rather amazed/' said the insjxictor, his voice 
even quieter than usual, "that nothing has turned up 
to focus the imiuiry. In the average murder case thero 
are numerous lines to lie explored, even if the right one 
is not hit upon immediately. But in this affair thero t 
appears to be nothing w hatever on wdiich to concentrate." 

"That fact in itself, I should say," rejoined Vance, 
"constitutes a distingiiiahing characU^istic of the caso 
which shouldn't be ovcrkKikcd, don't y ' knew. It's a duo 
of vital importance, aud if only wc could probe its sigiii- 
fierce I think w^c'd be on our way toward a solution." 

"A fine clue that is ! " grumbled Heath, " ‘ What clue 
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of Tobias’s will. No one gets a dollar, I understand, 
who doesn’t remain in the^ mansion until the worms 
have ravaged his carcass for a full (Ijuarter of a century. 
And even if you succeeded in scattering the remnants of 
the Greene line, and locked up the house, you wouldn't 
have,stamped out the killer. And there'll be no end of 
this thing until & purifyingfstake has been driven through 
his heart." 

"Are you going in now for vampirism, Vance? " The 
case had exacerbated Markham's nerves. “Shall we 
draw an enchanted ring around tho house and hang 
garlic on the door ? " 

Markham's extravagant comment of harassed dis- 
couragement seemed to express the liopeltjss state of 
mmd of all of us, and there was a long sijcncc. It was ' 
Heath who first came back to a practical consideration 
of the matter in hand. 

“You spoke, Mr. Vance, about old man Greene's will. 
And I've been thinking that, if w^e knew all the terms of 
that will, w'c might find something to help us. There's 
millions in the estate, all of it left, I hear, to the old lady. 
What I'd like to know is, has she a full right to dispose 
of it any w'ay she likes ? And I'd also like to know what 
kind of a will the old lady herself has made. With all 
that money at stake, we might get on to a motive of 
some kind." 

“Quite — quite!" Vance looked at Heath wdth undis- 
guised admiration . “ That's the most sensible suggestion 

t j j at 's been made thus far . I salute you , Sergeant. Yes, 
old Tobias's money may have some bearing on the case. 
!Mot a direct bearing, perhaps; but the influence of that 
inoTicy — the subterranean power it exerts — is undoubt- 
edly tangled up in tliesci crimes. How about it, Mark- 
ham ? How does one go about finding out about other 
people’s wills?" 

Markham pondered the point. 

“I don't believe there'd be jjny great difficulty in the 
present instance. Tobias Greene's will is a matter of 
record, of course, though it might take some little time 
to look it up in the Surrogate's files; and I happen to 
know old Buckway, the senior partner of Buckway Sc 
Aldine, the Greene solicitors. I see him here at iftke 
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club occasionally, and I've done one or two small favours 
for him. I think I could induce him to tell me confidenti- 
ally the terms of Mrs. Greene's will. I'll see what can 
be done to-morrow." 

Half an hour later the conference broke up and we 
went home. ^ 

" I fear those wills are no^ going to help much/ Vance 
remarked, as he sipped his high-ball before the fire late 
that night. " Like everything else in this harrowin' case* 
they'll j^ossess some significance that can’t be grasped 
until they're fitted into the final picture." 

He rose and, going to the bookshelves, took down a 
small volume. 

"And now 1 think I'll erase the Greene's from my mind 
PfO tempore, and dip into the 'Satyricon.' The fusty 
historians fjothcr frightfully gbout the reasons fofnclie 
fall of Rome, whereas the clerucil answer is contained 
in I^ctronius's imperishable classic of that city's deca- 
dence," 

He settled himself and turned the pages of his book. 
But there was no concentration in his attitude, and his 
eyes w^andered constantly from the text. 

Two days later — on Tuesday, November 30th — ^Mark- 
ham telephoned \'ancc .shortly after ton o’clock in the 
morning, and asked him to come at once to the office. 
Vance was preparing to attend an exhibition of negro 
sculpture at the Modern Gallery/ but this indulgence 
was postponed in view of the District Attorney’s urgent 
call; and in less than half an hour wc were at the Criminal 
Courts Building. 

"Ada Greene called up this morning, and asked to see 
me without delay," explained Markliain. " I oficred to 
send Heath out and, if necessary, to come myself later 
on. But she seemed particularly anxious that 1 shouldn't 
do that, and insisted on coming here: said it was«a 
matter she could speak of more freely away from the 
house. She .seemed somewhat upset, so I told her to 
come ahead. Then l^^honcd you afid notified Heath." 

Vance settled himself and lit a cigarette. 

"I don't wonder she’d grasp at any chance to shake 

* The Modem Gall^ was then under the direction of Marius de Zayas, 
Whose ooUecuoa 0! African statuettc-fcUchcs was perhaps the liuest in Ainerica. 
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the atmo^here Oa her surroundings. . And, Markham, 
IVe come to the conclusion that girl knows somelhing 
that would be highly valuable to our inquiry. It's quite 
possible, don't y* know, that she's now reached a point 
where she'll tell us what's on her mind." 

As he^spokerthe sergeant vras announced, and Markham 
briefly explained tne situation to him. 

"It looks to me," said Heath gloomily, but with in- 
terest, " like it was our only chance of getting a lead. We 
haven't learned anything ourselves that's worth a damn, 
and unless somebody spills a few suggestions we're up 
against it." 

Ten minutes later Ada Greene was ushered into the 
office. Though her pallor had gone and her arm was no 
ion^^r in a sling, she still gave one the ingipression oi 
weakness. But ilierc was none of the tremulousness or 
shrinking in her bearing that had heretofore characterized 
her. 

She sat down before Markham's desk, and for a while 
frowned up at the sunlight, as if debating how to begin. 

" It's about Rex, Mr. Markham," she said finally, " I 
really don't know whether I should have come here or 
not — ^it may be very disloyal of me. . . ." She gave 
him a look of appealing indecision. "Oh, tell me: if 
a person knows something — ^something bad and dan- 
gerous — about someone very close and very dear, should 
that person tell, when it might make terrible t^rouble ? " 

" That all depends," Markham answered gravely. " In 
the present circumstances, if you know anything that 
might be helpful to a solution of the murder 'of your 
brother and sister, it's your duty to speak." 

"Even if the thing were told me in confidence?" she 
persisted. "And the person were a member of my 
family?" 

^ "Even under those conditions, I think," Markham 
spoke paternally. " Two terrible crimes have been com- 
nutted, and nothing should be held back that might 
bring the murderer to justice— whoever he may be." 

The girl averted her troubled face for a moment. Itm 
shb lifted her head with sudden resolution. 

"I'll tell you. • . • You know you asked Rex about 
the shot in my room, and he told you he didn't heai;i^ 
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Well* lie confided in me* Mr« Markham; and he did hear 
the shot. But- he was afraid to admit it lest you 'might 
think it funny he didn’t get up and give the alarm.'^ 

’’Why do you think he remained in bed silent* and 
pretended to everyone he was asleep?" Markham at- 
tempted to suppress the keen interest the girVs informa- ^ 
tion had roused in him. , • 

"That’s what I don’t uiiderstand. He wouldn’t tell 
me. But he bad some reason — know he tiid ! — som^ 
reason that terrified him. I begged him to tell me, but 
the only explanation he gave was that the shot was not 
all he heard. . . 

"Not all!’’ Markham spoke with ilhconcealed excite- 
ment. " He heard something else that, you say, terrified 
him ? But why shouldn’t he have told us about it ? " 

" That’s -ihe strange part o^it. He got angiy w^cii I 
asked him. But there’s something he knows — some 
awful secret; I feel sure of it. . . , Oh, maybe I 
shouldn’t have told you. Maybe it will get Rex into 
trouble. But I felt that you ought to know because 
of the frightful things that have happened. I thought 
perhaps you could talk to Rex and make him tell you 
what’s on his mind." 

Again she looked beseechingly at Markham, and there 
was the anxiety of a vague fear in her eyes. 

"Oh, I do wish you’d ask him — and try to find out/’ 
she went on in a pleading tone. "I’d feel — safer if — 
if. . . 

Markham nodded and patted her hand. 

"We'll try to make him talk." 

"But don’t try at the house,” she said quickly. 
"There are people— things— around; and Rex would be 
too frightened. Ask him to come here, Mr. Markham. 
Get him away from that awful place, where he can talk 
without being afraid that someone’s listening. Roz 
is home now. Ask him to come here. Tell him I’m 
here, too. If^Eaybe I can help you reason with him. , , « 
Oh, do this for me, Mr. Markham 1 

Markham glanced at the clock and ran his eye over 
his appointment-pad. He was, I knew, as anxious a| 
Ada to have Rex on the carpet for a questioning; and, 
nfto a momentary hesitation, he picked up the tde^ 
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phone-receiver and had Swacaer put nim through to 
the Greene mansion. From vhat 1 heard of the con- 
versation that ensued^ it was plain that he experienced 
considerable difficulty in urging Rex to come to tlia 
office, for he had to resort to a veiled threat of summary 
legal action bgfore he finally succeeded. 

‘ * He ^evidently*^ fears somg trap," commented Mark- 
ham thougjht fully, replacing the receiver. "But he has 
promised to get dressed immediately and come." 

A look of relief passed over the girl's face. 

"There's one other thing I ought to tell you," she said 
hurriedly: "though it may not mean anything. The 
other night, in the rear of the lower hall by the stairs, I 
picked up a piece of pai)er — ^like a leaf torn from a note- 
book. And there was a drawing on it of all' our bed- 
rdSms upstairs with four<*ittle crosses marked in ink — 
one at Julia's room, one at Chester's, one at Rex's, and 
one at mine. And down in the corner were several of 
the queerest signs, or pictures. One was a heart with 
three nails in it; and one looked like a parrot. Th.en 
there was a picture of what seemed to bo three little 
stones with a lino under them. . . 

Heath suddenly jerked himself forward, his cigar 
halfway to his lips. 

"A parrot, and three stones! , . , And say. Miss 
Greene, was there an arrow with numbers on it? " 

"Yes ! " she answered eagerly. " That was there, too." 

Heath put the cigar in his mouth and chewed on it 
\iith vicious satisfaction. 

"That means something, Mr. Markham," lie pro- 
claimed, trying to keep the agitation out of his voice. 
"Those are all symbols — graphic signs, they're called — 
of Continental crooks, German or Austrian mostly," 

" The stones, I happen to know," put in Vance, "repro- 
^nt the idea of the martyrdom of Saint Stephen, who 
\vas stoned to death. They're the emblem of Saint 
Stephen, according to the calendar of .the Styrian 
peasantry." 

"I don't know anything about that, sir," answered 
Heath. "But 1 know that European croo^ use thoee 
signs." 

"Oh, doubtless. 1 ran across a number of ’em wheo 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE 




I was looking up the emblematic language of the gipsies. 
A fascinatin’ study." Vance seemed uninterest^ in 
Ada’s discovery. 

"Have you this paper with you, Miss Greene? " asked 
Markham. 

The girl was embarrassed and shook her J;icad. 

"I'm so sorry," she apologized. "5 didn’t tliink it 
was important. Should 1 have brought it?"^ 

"Did you destroy it?” Heath put the question ^ 
excitedly. 

"Oh, I have it safely. I put it away. . . 

"We gotta have that paper, Mr. Markham." The 
sergeant had ris^^n and come toward the district 
attorney's desk. " It may be just the lead we're looking 
for." , 

"If you really want it so bjidly," said Ada, "r'r:m 
'phone Rex to bring it with him. lie’ll know where to 
find it if I explain." 

" Right 1 That’ll save me a trip." Heath nodded to 
Markham. "Try to catch him before he leaves, sir." 

Taking up the telephone. Markham again directed 
Swacker to get Rex on the wire. After a brief delay the 
connection was made and he handed the instrument toa\da. 

"Hallo, Rex dear," she said, "Don’t scold me, for 
there’s nothing to worry about. , • , W'hat I w'ant<;d of 
you is this: in our private mail-box you'll find a scaled 
envelope rf my personal blue stationery. Please get it 
and bring it wdth yon to Mr, Markham's office. And 
don't let anyone see you take it. . . . That's all, Rex. 
Now, huiry, and we’ll have lunch together dowm-town." 

"It will be at least half an hour before Mr. Greene 
can get here," said Markham, turning to Vance; “and 
as I've a waiting-room full of people, why don't you 
and Van Dine take the young lady to the Stock Ex- 
change and show her how the mad brokers disports 
themselves. How w'ould you like that, Miss Greene?" 

"I'd love it I" exclaimed the girl. 

"Why not go along too. Sergeant? '* 

"Me!" Heath snorted. "I get excitement enough. 
I'll run over and talk to the Colonel* for a while." 

* Colond Benjamin Hanlon, one of the Department's ffreatest authorities oa 
extradition, was then the commanding officer of the Detective Divirion attached 
to the Distnet Attoniey's office^ with quarters in the Criumal Courts Buiidi^. 
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Vance and Ada and I motoied the few blocks to 
xB, Bioad Street, and, taking the elevator, passed 
through the reception-room (where uniformed atten- 
dants peremptorily relieved ns of our wraps), and came 
out upon the visitors' gallery overlooking the floor of 
the !l^chan;je. There was an unusually active market 
that 'day. The^^ pandemonium was almost deafening, 
and the feverish activity * about the trading-posts le- 
eembled the riots of an excited mob. 1 was too familiar 
with the sight to be particularly impressed ; and Vance, 
who detested noise and disorder, looked on with an air 
of bored annoyance. But Ada's face lighted up at once. 
Her eyes sparkled and the blood rushed to her cheeks. 
She gazed over the railing in a thrall of fascination. 
^”A nd now you see. Miss Greene, how foolish men can 
be,*' said Vance. » ** 

"Oh, but it's wonderful!" she answered. "Tliey're 
alive. They feel things. They have something to fight 
for." 

"You think you'd like it?" smiled Vance. 

"I'd adore it. I've always longed for something 
exciting — something . • . like that. . . She ex- 
tended her hand toward the milling crowds below. 

It was easy to understand her reaction after her years 
of monotonous service to an invalid in the dreary Greene 
mansion. 

At the moment I happened to look up, i.nd, to my 
surprise. Heath was standing in the doorway scanning 
the group of visitors. He appeared troubled and un- 
usually grim, and there was a nervous intentness in the 
way he moved his head. I raised my hand to attract 
his attention, and he immediately came to where we 
stood. 

"The Chief wants you at the office right away, Mr. 
Vance." There was an ominousness in his tone. "He 
sent me over to get you." 

Ada looked at bim steadily, ^d a pallor of fear over- 
spread her face. 

"Well, well!" Vance shrugged in mock resignation. 
" Just when we were getting interested in the sigliH 
But we must obey the Chief— oh, what. Miss Green#?" 
' But, de^te his attempt to make lie^t of Markham's 
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xmexpec^ summons, Ada was strangely silent; and as 
we rode back to tbe offise she did not speak but sat 
tensely, her unseeing eyes, staring straight ahead. 

It seemed an interminable time before we reached 
the Criminal Courts Building. The traffic was con- 
gested; and there was even a long delay atithe elevator. 
Vance appeared to take ^e situation calml^f; but 
Heath's li|^ were compressed, and he breathi^d heavily 
through his nose, like a man labouring under tense* 
excitement. 

As we entered the District Attorney's office Markham 
rose and looked at the girl with a great tenderness. 

"You must be bvave. Miss Greene." he said, in a quiet, 
sympathetic voice. "Something tragic and unforeseen 
has haj^p^ned. And as you will have to be toM it 
sooner or later " * • 

"It's Rex!" She sank limply into a chair facing 
Mai'kham's desk. 

"Yes," he said softly; "it's Rex. Sproot called up 
a few minutes after you had gone. ..." 

"And he's been shot — like Julia and Chester!" Her 
words were scarcely audible, but they brought a sense 
of horror into the dingy old office. 

Markham inclined liis head. 

"Not five minutes after you telephoned to him some- 
one entered his room and shot him." 

A dry sob shook the girl, and she burled her face in 
her arms. 

Markham stepped round the desk and placed his hand 
gently on her shoulder. 

"We've got to face it. my child," he said. "We're 
going to the house at once to sec what can be done; and 
you'd better come in the car with us." 

"Oh, 1 don't want to go back," she moaned. "I'm 
afraid--*I'm afra'^’ " 


Chapter XIV Footprints on the Carpet 

{Tuesday, November ^oth; noon) 

Markham had considerable difficulty in persuading Ada 
to accompAuy us. Tbe girl seemed alnuMt in a pa^ oC 
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fnghtJ Moreover, she held herself indirectly lespCmaible 
ior Rex*s death. But at last permitted us to lead her 
down to the car. 

Heath had already telephoned to the Homicide Bureau, 
and his arrangements for the investigation were com- 
plete when w% started up Centre Street. At Police Head- 
quartei^ Snitldn^nd anothi^r Central Odice man named 
Burke weye w^aiting for us, and crowded into the tonneau 
of Markham's car. We made excellent time to the Greene 
mansion, arriving there in less than twenty minutes. 

A plain-clothes man lounged against the iron railing 
at the end of the street a few yards beyond the gate of 
the Greene grounds, and at a sign*from Heath came 
forward at once. 

^“What about it, Santos?" the sergeant ^depianded 
gruffly. ' ‘ Who’s been inland out of here thfe morning ? ' * 

"What’s the big idea?" the man retorted indignantly. 
"That old bimbo of a butler came out about nine and 
returned in less than half an hour with a package. Said 
he*d been to Third Avenue to get some dog-biscuits. 
The family sawbones drove up at quarter past ten — 
that’s his car across the street." Ho pointed to Von 
Blon’s Daimler, which was parked diagonally opposite. 
"He’s still inside. Then, about ten minutes after the 
doc arrived, this young lady" — he indicated Ada — 
"came out and walked toward A^'cnue A, where she 
hopjped a taxi. And that’s every man, w'oinan, or child 
tliat’s passed in or out of these gates since I relieved 
Cameron at eight o’clock this morning." 

“And Cameron’s report?" 

"Nobody all night." 

"Well, someone got in some tvay," growled Heath. 
"Rnn along the west wall there and tell Donnelly to 
come here pronto,** 

Santos disappeared through the gate, and a moment 
later wc could see him hurrying through the side yard 
toward the garage. In a few ^minutes <Donnclly — the 
man set to watch the postern gate — came hurrying up. 

"Who got in the backway this morning?" barked 
Heath. 

"Nobody, Sergeant. The cook went marketing about 
ten o’clock, and two regular deliverymen left packages. 
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That’s every one who’s been through the rear gate since 
yesterday." 

"Is that so!" Heath was viciously sarcastic. 

"I'm telling you " 

"Oh, all right, all right." The sergeant turned to 
Burke. " You get up on this wall and njakc the rounds. 
See if you can find where apyone has climbed o\br. And 
you, Snitkin, look over the y’ard for footprints. When 
you guys finish, report to me. I*m going iiside." » 

We went up the front walk, which had been swept 
clean, and Sproot admiti cd us to the house. His face was 
as blank as e\er, and lie took our coats with his usual 
obsequious fornwlily. 

"You'd better go to your room now. Miss Greene," 
s.iid MJLrkham, placing his hand kindly on Ada’s arm. 
"Lio'dowA, and try to get adiltle itjt. You loOBT’tjIed. 
I'll be ill to sec you bcloie 1 gen" 

The girl obeyed submu^sively 'without a word. 

"And you, Spioot," he oidcrcd; "come in the living- 
room." 

The old butler followed us and stood humbly before 
the centre-table, whore jMarkham scaled himself, 

"Now, le^'s hear vour story." 

Sproot cleared Ins tin oat and stared out of the 
window. 

"There's very little to tell, sir. I W’as in the butler's 
pantry,* pohblung the gki^b-wwre, when I heard the 
bhot " 

"Go back a litth- fiuthcr," intorruptod Markham. 
" I understand you made a tri]) to Thud Avenue at nine 
this morning," 

" Ves, sir. Miss Sibclla bought a Pomeranian yester- 
day, and she asked me to get some dog-biscuits after 
breakfast." 

"Who called at the house this morning?" 

"No one, sir — that is, no one but Doctor Von Blon/* 

" All rigli. Now tell us e\ erything that happened." 

"Nothing happenAl, sii — noihiifj; unusual, that is— 
until poor Mr. Kex was shot. 1^1 iss Ada went out a few 
minutes after Doctor Von Bloii arrived; ami a little 
past eleven o'clock you telephoned to Mr. Rex. Then 
shortly afterward you telephoned a second time to Mr. 
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,JReK; and I mtnnied to the pantxy. 1 Lad only been 
there a few minutes when 1 heaM the shot—'* 
''What time would you say that was ? " 

"About twenty minutes after eleven^ sir.*' 

"Then what?'* 

*'I dried my Bands on my apron and stepped into the 
dining-rcAm to listCn. I wa%not quite sure that the 
shot had be^ fired inside the house, but I thought I'd 
bolter invesngate. So I went upstairs and, as Mr. Rex's 
door was open, I looked in his room first. Tlicre I saw 
the poor young man lying on the floor with the blood 
running from a small wound in his forehead. 1 called 
Doctor Von Blon ” 

"Where was the doctor?” Vance put the question. 
Smoot hesitated, and appeared to think. * 

"Tie was upstairs, sir; ai^ he came at once^ — 

"Oh — ^upstairs! Roaming about vaguely, I presume 
— a little here, a little there, what ? ” Vance's eyes bored 
into the butler. "Come, come, Sproot. Where was the 
doctor?” 

"1 think, sir, he was in Miss Sibella's room.” 
<t**Cogito, cogito. . • Well, drum your encephalon 
a bit and try to reach t conclusion. From what sector 
of space did the corporeal body of Doctor Von Blon 
emerge after you had called him ? ” 

"The fact is, sir, he came out of Miss Sibella's 
door,” 

"Well, well. Fancy thatl And such being the case, 
one might conclude — ^without too great a curfufUing of 
one'i brains — ^that, preceding his issuing from that 
particular door, he was actually in Miss Sibella's room ? ” 
"I suppose so, sir.” 

"Dash it all, Sprootl You know deuced well he was 
there.” 

•'Well— yes, sir.” 

"And now suppose you continue with your odyssey.” 
"It was more likq the Iliad, if I may say so. Mata 
tragic-like, if you understand what I mean; although 
Mr. Rex was not exactly a Hector. However that may 
be sir. Doctor Von Blon came immediately——'* 

"He had not heard the shot, then? ” 

"Apparently not, for he seemed very much startled 
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wbm !be saw Rax. And Miss Sibella, who loilowedf. 
him into Mr. Rex's rodm, was startled, too/' 

"Did they make any comment? " 

"As to that 1- couldn't say. I came downstairs at 
once and telephoned to Mr. Markham." 

As he spoke Ada appeared at the ar!ihway,,her eyes 
wide. 9 ^ 

"Someone’s been in my room/' she announced, in a 
frightened voice. "The french doors to the badcohy 
were partly open when I went upstairs just now, and 
there were dirty snow-tracks across the floor. . . . Oh, 

what does it mean ? Do you think " 

Markham had jerked himself forward. 

" Yop left the french doors shut when you went out? ” 
"Ves» course/* she answered. "I rarely op;^ them 
in winter.**' 

"And were they locked?*' 

" I*m not sure, but 1 think so. They must have been 
locked — ^though how could anyone have got in unless 
I'd forgotten to turn the key ? *’ 

Heath had risen and stood listening to the girl’s stoi^ 
with grim bewilderment. 

"Probably the bird with those goloshes again/' be 
mumbled. "1*11 get Jer 5 rm himself up here this time." 
Markham nodded and turned back to Ada. 

"Thank you for telling us, Miss Greene. Suppose you 
go to some other room and wait for us. We want your 
room left just as you found it until wre’ve had time to 
examine it." 

" I*lT go to the kitchen and stay with cook. I — I don't 
want to be alone." And with a catch of her breath she 
left us. 

"Where's Doctor Von Blon now?" Markham asked 
Sproot. 

"With Mrs. Greene, sir." 

"Tell him we're here and would like to see him at 
once." > 

The butler bowed and went out. 


^ Vance was pacing up mid down, bis eyes almost dossil . 
' "It grows madder every minute," he said. "It 

enough without those foot-tracks and that tped. 
doer. There's something devilidi going on beie, Macis;; 
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41 ham. There's demonology an4 witchcraft afoot, or 
something strangely close to it. I say, is there any^ 
thing in the Pandects or the Justinian Code relating to 
the proper legal procedure against diabolic possession 
or spiritism?" 

Befor<4 Mark^ian^- could rebuke him Von Blon entered. 
His usual suavity had disappeared. He bowed jerkily 
w^ithout sp€aking, and smoothed his moustache ner- 
vously with an unsteady hand. 

"Sproot tells me, doctor." said Markham, "that j^ou 
did not hear the shot fired in Rex's room." 

"No!" The fact seemed both to puzzle and disturb 
him. "I can't make it out either, foi Rex’s door into 
theirhall was open." 

"Yaw were in Miss Sibella's room, were you not?" 
Vance had halted, and stobd studying the doctor. 

Von Blon lifted his eyebrows. 

" 1 was. Sibella had been complaining about " 

"A sore throat or something of the kind, no doubt," 
finished Vance. "But that’s immaterial. The fact ta 
that neither you nor Miss Sibella heard the shot. Is that 
correct ? " 

The doctor inclined his head. "I knew nothing of it 
till Sproot knocked on the door and beckoned mo across 
the hall." 

"And Miss Sibella accompanic^d you into Rex's room ? " 

"She canw in just behind me, I believe. But I told 
her not to touch anything, and sent her immediately 
back to her room. When I came out into liie hall 
again I heard Sproot phoning the District Attorney’s 
office, and thought I'd better wait till the police arrived. 
After talking over the situation with Sibella 1 informed 
Mrs. Greene of the tragedy, and remained with her until 
Sproot told me of your arrival." 

"You saw no one else upstairs, or heard no suspicious 
noise ? " 

" No one — nothing. The house> in fact, \fras unusually 
quiet." 

"Do you recall if Miss Ada's door was open ? " 

’The doctor pondered a moment, "I don't recall— 
which means it was probably closed. Otherwise 1 would 
have noticed it." 
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"And how is Mrs. Greene tnis morning?" Vance's 
question, put ncgligcntl3rp sounded curiously irrelevant. 

Von Blon gave a start. 

“ She seemed somewhat more comfortable when i first 
saw her, but the news of Rex's death disturbed her con- 
siderably. When I left her just now she wag complaining 
about the shooting pains iiC^hcr spine.^ * ■* 

Markham had got up and now moved restlessly toward 
the archway. 

“The Medical Examiner will be here any minute," he 
said; “and I want to look over Rex's room Ixjfore ho 
arrives. You might come with us, doctor. — And you, 
Sproot, had Ix^tter remain at the front door.” 

Wo went upstairs quietly I think it was in all our 
minds th?it we should not advertise our presence to 
Mrs. Greene* Rex’s room, lilse all tiiose in the Greene 
mansion, was 5;pacious. It had a large window at the 
front and another at the side. 'J'here w’ore no draperies 
to shut out the light, and the slanting midday sun of 
winter poured in. The wall.'^, as Chester had once told 
us, W'ere lined with books; and pamphlets and papers 
were piled in every available nook. 'J'he chamber re- 
sembled a stiulont'.s workshop more than a bedroom. 

In front of the Tudor fireplace in the centre of tho 
left wall — a duplication of the fireplace in Ada's room 
— sprawled the body of Rex Greene*. His left arm was 
extended,^ but his right arm was crooked, and the 
fingers were tightened, as if holding some object. His 
domelike head was turned a little to one side; and a 
thin stremm of blood ran down his temple to the floor 
from a tiny aperture over the right eye. 

Heath studied the body for several minutes. 

“He w'^as shot standing still, Mr. Markham. He col- 
lapsed in a heap and then straightened out a little after 
he’d hit the floor." > 

Vance was bending over the dead man with a puzzled 
exprjession. 

“Markham, there's sAncthing curious and inconsistent 
here," he said. “ It was broad daylight w^hen this thing 
happened, and the lad wiis shot from the front — there 
are even powder marks on the face. But his expression 
is perfectly natural. No sign of fear or astonishment'— 
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lather peaceful and unconcerned* in fact. • • « It’s 
incredible. The murderer end the pistol certainly 
weren't invisible.” 

Heath nodded slowly. 

”I noticed that too, sir. It’s damn' peculiar.” He 
bent more closely over the body. ''That wound looks 
to me like a chir*:y-two,” hf^ commented, turning to the 
doctor for confirmation. 

” Yes, said Von Blon. ”It appears to have been 
made with the same iveapon that was used against the 
others.” 

"It was the same weapon,” Vance pronounced 
sombrely, taking out his cigarette-case with thought- 
ful deliberation. "And it was the same killer who 
used it.” He smoked a moment, his troiTbled gaze 
restiiig on Rex's face. .”But w'hy was it done at just 
this time — ^in the daylight, with the door open, and 
when there were people close at hand ? Why didn't the 
murderer wait until night? Vliy did he run such a 
needless risk?” 

"Don't forget,” Markham reminded him, "that Rex 
was on the point of coming to my office to tell me 
something.” 

"But who knew he was about to indulge in revela- 
tions? He was shot within ten minutes of your call 
— He broke oil and turned quickly to the doctor. 
"What telephone extensions are there in the house?” 

"There are three, I believe.” Von Blon spoke easily. 
"There's one in Mrs. Greene's room, one in Sibella's 
room, and, I think, one in the kitchen. The m?in phone 
is, of course, in the lower front hall.” 

"A regular central office,” growled Heath. "Almost 
anybody coulda listened in.” Suddenly he fell on his 
knees beside the body and unflexed the lingers of the 
right hand. 

"I'm afraid you won’t find that cryptic drawing, 
Sergeant,” murmured Vance. "If the murderer i^t 
Rex in order to s^al his mouth the paper will surely be ' 
gone. Anyone overhearing the 'phone calls, d'ye see, 
would have learned of the envelope he was to fetch aloiq;.” 

”1 guess you’re right, sir. But I'm going to have a 
look.” 
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He felt under the body and then systematically went 
through the dead man's pdbkets. But he found nothing 
even resembling the blue envelope mentioned by Ada* 
At last he rose to his feet. 

It's gone, all right." 

Then another idea occurred to him. Go^g huiyiedly 
into the hall, he called down^he stairs to Sproot. When 
the butler appeared Heath swung on him savrigcly. 

"Where's the private mail-box?" 

"I don't know that I exactly understand you." 
Sproot's answer was placid and unruflled. "There is 
a mail-box just inside the front door. Do you refer to 
that, sir?" , 

" No ! you know damn' well I don't. I want to know 
where tjie p^vatc — get me ? — private mail-box is, w the 
house.” 

" Perhaps you are alluding to the little silver pyx for 
outgoing mail on the table in the lower hall." 

"'Pyx,' is it I" The sergeant’s sarcasm was stupen- 
dous. "W'ell, go down and bring me everj-thing that’s 
in this here pyx. — No! Wait a minute — I’ll keep you 
company. .... Pyx! *' He took Sproot by the arm 
and fairly dragg^ him from the room. 

A few moments later he returned, crestfallen. 

"Empty!" was his laconic announcement. 

"But don't give up hope entirely just because your 
cabalistic diagram has disappeared," Vance exhorted 
him. " I doubt if it would have helped you much. This 
case isn't a rebus. It's a complex mathematical formula, 
filled wifli moduli, infinitesimals, qualities, faciends, 

. derivatives, arid coefficients. Rex himself might have 
solved it it he hadn't been shoved oil the earth so soon." 
His eyes wandered over the room. "And I'm not at all 
sure he hadn't solved it." 

Markham w^as growing impatient. 

"We'd better go down to the drawing-room and wait 
. for Doctor Dofemus an<;^ the men from Head-quaJ^ters," 
he suggested. " We can't learn anything here." ; 

We went out into the hall, and as we passed Ada's 
door Heath threw it open and stood or., the threshold 
surveying the room. The french doors leading to the 
balcony were slightly ajar, and the wind from the west 
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Tvas flapping their green chintz curtains. On the light 
beige rug were several damp discoloured tracks leading 
round the foot of the bed to the hall door where we stood. 
Heath studied the marks for a. moment, and then drew 
the door shut again. 

' ‘ Tljfey 're footprints, all right, * * he remarked . * * Some- 

one tracked in the dirty tnow from the balcony and 
forgot tOvShut the glass doors.” 

' We were scarcely seated in the drawing-room when 
there came a knocking on the front door; and Sproot 
admitted Snilkin and liiirkc. 

“You first, 13urkc,” ordered the sergeant, as the two 
officers ai)pcarcd. 

“Any signs of an entry over the wall ? ” 

“Not a one.” The man's overcoat and trousers were 
smudged from top to bot'om. “ I crawled ill round the 
top of the wall, and I'm here to tell you that nobody left 
any traces anywheres. If any guy got over that wall, 
he vaulted.” 

“Fair enough. And now you, Snitkin.*' 

' ' I got news for y ou . ” The del ccti ve spoke wi th ov ert 
triumph. “SoinelHKly's walked up those outside steps 
to the stone balcony on the west sitl<' of the house. And 
he walked up 'em this morning after the snowfall at 
nine o'clock, for the tracks arc frtsh. Furthermore, 
they're the same size as the ones we found last time' oji 
tiie front walk.” 

“Wheie do these new tracks conic from?” Heath 
leaned forward eac'orly. 

“That's the hell ol it. Sergeant. They comt^from the 
front walk right below the steps to the front door; and 
there’s no tracing 'cm farther back because the front 
wrdk’s been swejJt clean.” 

“I mighta known it,” grumbled Heath. “And the 
tracks are only going one way ? ” 

“That’s all. They leave the w’alk a few feet below 
the fmnt door, swing round the corner of*the house, and, 
go ^ijHibe steps to the balcony. The guy who made 
'cmlBan't come dowm that way.” 

The sergeant puffed disappointedly on his cigar. 

“So he went up the balcony steps, entered the french 
doors, crossed Ada's room to the hall, did liis dirty work. 
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and ihen — disappeared! A sweet case this is!“ He 
clicked his tongue with disgust. 

"The man may have gone out by the front door/* 
suggested Markham. 

The sergeant made a wry face and bellowed for Sproot, 
who entered immediately. 

"Say, which way did -^’ou go upstairs when you 
hoard the shot ? " 

"I went up the servants* stairs, sir." 

"Then someone miglita gone down tlie front stairs at 
the same lime without 3^our .seeing him?" 

"Yes, sir; it’s quite possible.** 

"That’s all.** 

Sproot^ bowed and again took up his post at the front 
door. ^ 

" Well, i^looks like that’s what happenod, sir," Heath 
commented to Markh.im. "Only how did ho get in and 
cat of the grounds without being seen? Thai’s what I 
want to know," 

Vam',c was standing by the window gazing out ui^on 
the river, 

"There s something dashed unconvincing about those 
recunent spoefrs in the snow. Our ec.centric culprit is 
altogether too careless with his feet and too careful with 
Ids hands. He doesn’t leave a lingcr-print or any other 
sign of his ])rcseiicci except those foot-tracks — all nice 
and tidy, and staring us in tlie face. But they don’t 
square with the rest of this fantastic business." 

Heath stared hopelessly at the floor. He was patently 
ol Vancfe's opinion ; but the dogged thoroughness of his 
nature asserted itself, and presently he looked up with 
a forced shoiv of energy, 

"Go and 'phone Captain Jerym, Snitkin, and tell him 
I wish he’d hustle out hero to look at some carjict-tracks. 
Then make measurements of those footprints on ttee 
balcony steps. And you, Burke, take up a post in the 
uj)per hall, and don’t Jet anyone gc^inlo the two front 
west rooms." 
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CBAFTER XV Tbs IlAlItDERER IN THE HOUSE 

{Tuesday^ NcK/emher 30/A; 12.30 p.fn.) 

When ^nitkip. ai^ Burke had gone Vance turned from 
the window and strolled to \/here the doctor was sitting. 

*‘I thinlr it might be well/' he said quietly, “if the 
£cact whereabouts of everyone in the house preceding 
and during the shooting was determined. We know, 
doctor, tliat you arrived here at about quarter past ten. 
How long were you with Mrs. Greene ? “ 

Von Blon drew himself up and gave Vance a resentful 
stare. But quickly his manner changed and he answered 
courteously: c • 

“I sat with her for perhaps half an hour; then I went 
to Sibella's room — a little before eleven, I should say — 
and remained there until Sproot called me." 

“And w^as Miss Sibella with you in the room all the 
time ? “ 

“Yes — ^the entire time.*' 

“T^nkyou." ^ 

Vance returned to the vdndow, and Heath, who had 
been watching the doctor belligerently took his cigar 
frojp his mouth and cocked his head at Markham. 

“You know, sir, I was just thinking over the inspector’s 
suggestion about planting someone in the housrj to keep 
an eye on things. How would it be if we got rid of this 
nurse that^ here now, and put in one of our own women 
from Headquarters?” ' 

Von Blon looked up with eager approval. 

“An excellent plan I ” he exclaimed. 

“Very well. Sergeant,” agreed Markham, “You 
attend to it,” 

‘^“Your woman can begin to-night,” Von Blon told 
Heath. “ I’ll meet you here whenever you say. and give 
her instructions, there's nothi^^g very technical for 
her to do.” 

Heath made a notation in a battered notebook. 

“ I’ll meet you here, say, at six o'clock. How’s that ? ” 
“ That will suit me perfectly.” Von Blon rose, “And 
now, if 1 can be of no more service. • » •** 
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^'That’s quite all right, doctor/* said Markham* '*Go 
fight ahead." 

But instead of immediately leaving the house Von 
Blon went upstairs, and^we heard him knock Sibella's 
door. A few minutes later he came down again and 
passed on to the front door without a fi:lance in our 
direction. 

In the meantime Snitkin' had come in and informed 
the sergeant that Captain Jer3mx was lea^dng Police 
Headquarters at once and vrould arrive within half an 
hour. He had then gone outside to make his measure- 
ments of the footprints on the balcony steps. 

"And now," suggested Markham, "I think we might 
see Mrs. Greene, it's possible she heard something. . . 

Vance toused himself from apparent lethargy. 

" Bylall nlbans. But first le^ us get a few facts iiAiand. 

I long to hear where the nurse was during the half-' 
hour preceding Rex’s demise. And I could bear to 
know if the old lady was alone immediately following 
the firing of the revolver. Why not have our Miss 
Nightingale on the tapis before we brave the invalid's 
imprecations ? " 

Markham concurred, and Heath sent Sproot to 
summon her. 

The nurse came in with an air of professional detach- 
ment; but her roseate checks had paled perceprihly 
since we Ijist saw her. 

"Miss Craven" — Vance’s manner was casyTand 
businesslike — "will you please tell us exactly what y6u 
were doing between half-past ten and half-past eleveu' 
this morning ? " ^ 

"I was in my room on the third floor,” she answered. 
" I went there when the doctor arrived a little after ten, 
and remained until he called me to bring Mrs. Greene’s 
bouillon. Then 1 returned to my room and stayed until 
the doctor again summoned me to sit with Mrs. Greene 
while he was#with you gentlemen." 

"When you were in*your room, w4s the door cmn? 

"Oh, yes. I always leave it open in the daytune ia 
case Ato. Greene calls." 

"And her door was open, too, I take it." 
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^'Did you hear the shot?” 

"No. I didn't” ? 

” That will*be all. Miss Crav'cn,” Vance accompanied 
her to the hall. ** You'd better return to your room now, 
for we're going to pay a visit to your patient.” 

Mrs. Greene eyed us \dndictivcly when we entered 
after having Worked and I'een imperiously ordered to 
come in. 

t "More trouble,” she complained. "Am I never to 
have any peace in my own house? The first day in 
weeks I’ve felt even moderately comforttible — and then 
all this had to happen to upsi't me!” 

"We regret, madam — more tlian you do apparently — 
that your son is dead,” .said Markham. "And we are 
soiTy for the annoyance the trag(‘dy is causing you. 
But that does not relic v-e me from the iiecesaity of 
investigating the affair. As you were awake at the 
time the shot was fired, it is essential that we seek wliat 
information you may be able to give us.” 

"Wliat information can I give you — a helpless para- 
lytic, lying here alone ? ” A smouldering anger llickerea 
in her eyes. "It strikes me that you are the one to 
give me informal ion.” 

^larkham ignored her barbed retort, 

"The nurse tells me your door was open this morn- 
ing. . . 

"And why shouldn't it have bo<*n? Am I expected 
to be entirely excommunicated from the rest of the 
household ? ” 

"Certainly not. I was merely trying to find out if, 
by any chance, you were in a position to hear anything 
that went on in tlie hall.” 

"Well, I heard nothing — that's all you want to 
know.” 

‘ Markham persisted patiently. 

"You heard no one, for instance, cross Miss Ada's 
room, or open Miss Ada's door ? ” ^ 

"I've already tMd you I hefttd nothing.” The old 
lady's denial was viciously emphatic. 

"Nor anyone walking in the hall, or descending the 
Stairs ? ” 

"No one but that incompetent doctor and the im« 
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possible Sproot. Were we supposed to have had visitors 
this morning?" r 

"Someone shot your son," Markham reminded her 
coolly. ^ 

" It was probably his own fault," she snapped. Then 
she seemed io relent a bit. " Still, Rex was not as hard 
and thoughtless as the rest ofjho children, ©ut evien he 
neglected me shamefull 3 ^" She appeared to weigh the 
matter. "Yes," she decided, "he received ju^ punish-^ 
ment for the way he treated me." 

Markham struggled with a hot resentment. At last 
he managed to ask, with apparent calmness : 

"Did j'ou hear the shot with which your son w'as 
punished ? " 

"I did hot.” Her tone was agaiTi irate. "I knew 
nothing^of the disturbance until the doctor saw Ht to 
tell me." 

"And yet Mr. Rex’s door, as well as yours, was open, 
said Markham. "I can hardly understand your not 
having heard the shot." 

The old lady gave him a look of scathing irony. 

"Am I to’ sympathize with your lack of under- 
standing ? " • 

"Lest you be tempted to, madam, I shall leave you." 
Markham bowed stiffly and turned on his heel. 

As wc reached the lower hall Doctor Dorcmiis arrived. 

"Your friends are still at it, I hear, Sergeant," he 
greeted Heflth, with his usual breezy manner. Handing 
his coat and hat to Sproot, he came forward and shook 
hands wiUi all of ’.is. "When you fellow's don’t spoil 
my breakfast j'ou iiilerfcro with my lunch," he repined. 
"Where's the body?" 

Heath led him upstairs, and after a few minutes 
returned to the drawing-room. Taking out another 
cigar he bit the end of it savagely. "Well, sir, I guess* 
you'll want to see this Miss Silxdla next, won’t you ? " 

"We mighl^as well," sighed Markham. "Then I’ll 
*'tAc£le the servants an4 leave things^to you. The re- 
porters wall be along pretty soon." 

"Don’t I know it! And what they're going to do to 
os in the papers’ll be aplenty ! " 

"And you can’t even tell them 'it is confidently 
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expected that an arrest will be made in the immediate 
future/ don't y' know,” grinned Vance. ”It's most 
distressin’/* 

Heath made an inarticulate /loise of exasperation and, 
calling Sproot, sent him for Sibclla. 

A moment later she came in carrying a small Pome- 
ranian. Slife ^W!lS paler than I had "ever seen her, and 
there was unmistakable fright in her eyes. When she 
r. greeted hs it was without her habitual gaiety. 

“This thing is getting rather ghastly, isn’t it?” she 
remarked when she had taken a seat. 

"It is indeed dreadful,” returned Markham soberly. 

” You have our very deepest S3rmpath^^ . . 

”Oh, thanks awf’ly.” She accepted the cigarette 
Vance offered her. ”But I’m beginning to Wonder how 
lf2ng^ril be here to receive condolences.'^ Sfte spoke 
with forced lightness, but a strained quality in her voice 
told of her suppressed emotion. 

Markham regarded her S3rmpathetIcall5^ 

”I do not think it would be a bad idea if you went 
away for a while — ^to some friend’s house, let us say— 
preferably out of the city.” 

”Oh, no.” She tossed her head with defiance. “I 
shan't run awa5^ If there's anyone really bent on 
killing me, he’ll manage it somehow, wherever I am. 
Anyw'ay, I’d have to come back sooner or later. I 
couldn't board with out-of-town friends indefinitely. 
Could I?” She looked at Marldiam with^ a kind of 
anxious despair. "Yon haven’t any idea. I suppose, 
who it is that’s obsessed with the idea of exterminating 
us Greenes ? ” 

Markham was reluctant to admit to her the nttc^, 
hopelessness of the official outlook; and she turned 
appealingly to Vance. 

^ ” You n^n't treat me like a child,” she said spiritedly. 

"You, at least, Mr. Vance, can tell roe if there is any- 
one under suspicion.” 

"No, dash it all, Miss Gitene! — there isn't/' he 
answered promptly. "It's an amazin' confession to 
have to make; but it’s true. That's why« I 
Mr. Markham suggested that you go away for ^ ^ 
while.” 
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very thoughtful of him and all that/* 
returned. **But 1 think VUL stay and see it through.'* 

"You're a very brave girl/' said Markham, with 
troubled admiration. "4ud 1 assure you everything 
humanly possible will be done to safeguard you." 

"Well, so much for that." She tossed h^ cigarette 
into a receiver, and began abstractedly^ pet thel*dog 
in her lap. "And now, I suppose, you want to know 
if I heard the shot. Well, I didn't. So you may cou- « 
tinue the inquisition from that point." 

"You were in your room, though, at the time of your 
brother's death?" 

"I was in my room all morning/' she said. "My 
first appeai^ce beyohd the threshold was when Sproot 
•brought the sad tidings of Rex's passing. But Debtor 
VSn sboded i&e back again; agd there I've remamed 
until now. Model behaviour, don't you tliiak, for a 
member of this new and wicked generation ? " 

"What time did Doctor Von Bloa come to your 
room?" asked Vance. 

Sibella gave him a faint whimsical smile. 

"I'm so glad it was you who asked that question. 
I'm sure Mr. Marfham would have used a disapproving 
tone— though it’s quite au fait to receive one’s doctor 
in one's boudoir. Let me sec. I’m sure you asked 
Doctor Von the same question, so 1 must be careful. 
... A littV? before eleven, I should say." 

"The doc’s exact words," chimed in Heath sus« 
pidously. 

Sibella t«med a look of amused surprise upon him. 

"lim’t that wonderful! But then, I’ve always been 
told ttot honesty is the best policy." 

"And did Doctor Von Blon remain in your room 
until called by Sproot?" pursued Vance. 

"Oh, yes. He was smoking his pipe. Mother detests ' 
pipia$, and he often sneaks into my room to enjoy a 
quiM smoke/'* 

"And what wm you doing during tne doctor s xnsit i " 

**JL was bathi^ this ferocious animal." She hedd 
up 'Hie Pomeranian for Vance’s inspection. "Doesn't 
he look niesf 
"In the bath-room?" 
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"Naturally. I*d hardly bathe him in the poudriireJ’ 

"And was the bath-room ^oor closed ? " 

"As to that I couldn't say. But it's quite likely. 
Doctor Von is like a iiiembqf of the family, and I'm 
terribly <rude 1o liim sometimes." 

Vance g^t up. 

"Thank yo if very muc*^. Miss Greene. We’re sorry 
we had Jo trouble you. Do you mind remaining in your 
• loom for a while ? ” 

"Mind ? On the contrary. It's about the only place 
I feel sale." She walked to the archway. "If you do 
find out anything you’ll lei me know— won't you? 
There's no use pp'lending any longer. I'm dreadfully 
scared. ” Then, as i£ jishaincd ol her adnpsbion, she 
went c|uickly down the hall. * 

Just then Sproot admitted the two fingel-priift experts 
— Dulx)is anrl Bellamy — and the official jihotographcr. 
licalh joined lliem m tlic hull and took them upstairs, 
icturning immediately. 

"And now what, sir?" 

Markham seemed lost in gloomy sik‘C illation, and it 
was Vance who ansvveied the Perg«‘am’s query. 

"I rather think," he said, "that another \erbal bout 
with the pious 1 lemming «aijd the taciturn J^'rau ^lanii- 
iioim might dispo.se ol a loo.*-*' end or two." 

llemming wa.s .s<*ijl for. She came in labouring under 
intense excitement. Her eje.s iaiily glitteied with the 
tiiumph of tiiti j)roj)hetess whose aiigurie.s have conic 
'o pass. But .she had no information w lialever to impart. 
She had spent most of the loienoon in tl.o laundry, 
and had been unaware of the tragedy until Sproot had 
mentioned it to lier .slioilly before our arrival. She 
was voluble, however, on the subject of divine punish- 
ment, and it was with diiJiculty that Vance stemmed 
* her oracular stream of words. 

Nor could tlic cook throw any light on Rex's murder. 
She had been in kitchen, she^said, lhc*bntire morning, 
except for the hour she had gone marketing. She had 
not heard the shot and, like Hemming, knew of the 
tiagcdy only through Sproot. A inaikcd change, how- 
ever, had come over the woman. VTien she had entered 
the draw’ing-room fright and resentment animated her 
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usually stolid features, and as she sat before us her 
fingers worked nervously in'‘her lap. 

Vance watched her critically during the interview. 
At the end he asked suddienly: 

'"Miss Ada has been with you in the kitchen this 
past haM-hour ? ” f 

At the mention of Ada's name her fear was perceptibly 
intensified. She drew a deep breath. 

“Yes, little Ada lias been with me. And thank the ‘ 
good Cod she was away this morning when Mr. Rex 
was killed, or it might have been her and not Air. Rex. 
"Ihoy tried once to shoot her, and maybe they'll try 
agiiin. She oughtn’t to be allowetl to stay in this house.” 

“1 think it only fair to tell ytui, Trau Mannheim,” 

• said Vaneo, “that soniecme ^^ill be watching clijsely 
over Miss A<la ftoni now on.” o 

The woman looked at liini gratefully. 

”\Vhy should anyone want to harm little Ada?” 
she askiHl, m an aiiguibhed tone. ”1 also shall watch 
o\'cr her.” 

When she had left us, Vance said: 

“Somi'tliing tells me, Markham, that Ada could 
have 110 better protei tor in this house than that motherly 
Geriruui. — ^And yet,” he added, “there’ll bo no end of 
tliis grim eariiagc until we Lave the murderer safely 
gy\cd.” His f;uc darkened: his mouth was as cruel 
as l*ietro de’ ^ledici's. “This helli>h business isn't 
ended. The final piUurc is only just emerging. And 
it’s damnable — wo* so than any of the horrors of Rops 
or Dorc.” 

Markliam nocKletl with dismal depression. 

“ Yes, there appears to be an inevitability about these 
tragedies that's In'^ond mere human power to combat.” 
Ho got up wearily and addressetl himsc'lf to Heath. ^ 
“There's nothing more T can do hero at prew^nt, Sergeant. 
Carry on, and *i)lK»iie me at the oltieo lidore five.” 

We were about to taj^e our dejiarturo when Captain 
Jeiym arrived. He was a (luiet, liea\'y-soi man, with 
a grey scraggly moustache and small, ileep-set eyes. 
One might easily have mistaken liim for a shrewd, 
efficient merchant. After a brief hand*shaking ceremony 
Heath piloted him upstairs. 



i 62 (SrREENE MURDER CASE 

Vance had already donned his ulster, but now ho 
reo^ved it. ^ 

" Ty’^*"k I’ll tapy a bit and hear what the captain 
has llWy regarding those fo<rtprints. Y’know, Alarle 
ham, I've been evolving a rather fantastic theory about 
'em ; pnd I ^rant to test it." 

hlarkham loolced at himfia moment with questionmg 
curiosit>% Then he glanced at his watch. 

^ “I'll wait with you," he said. 

Ten minutes later Doctor Doremus came down, and 
paused long enough on his way out to tell us that Rex 
had been shot vrith a *32 revolver held at a distance of 
about a loot from the forehead, the bullet having 
entered directly from the front and embedded itself, 
in all probability in the midbrain. 

A quarter of an hour (after Doremus had goiih Heath 
re-entered the drawing-room. He expressed uneasy 
surprise at seeing us still there. 

"Mr. Vance wanted to hear jerym’s report," Markham 
explained. 

“The captain'll be through any minute now." The 
sergeant sank into a chair. “He's checking Snitkin's 
measurements. He couldn’t make much of the tracks 
on the carpet, though." 

"And finger-prints?" asked Markham. 

"Nothing yet." 

"And there won't be," added Vance. " Th 3re wouldn't 
be footprints if they weren't deliberately intended for 
us." 

Heath shot him a sharp look, but before he could 
speak, Captain Jerym and Snitkin came downstairs. 

"What's the verdict. Cap?" asked the sergeant. 

" Those footprints on the balcony steps," said Jerym, 
/'were made with goloshes of the same size and mark&kgs 
as the pattern turned over to me by Snitkin a fortnight 
or so ago. As for the prints in the room, I'm not so sure. 
They appear to«be the same, ^.however; and the . dirt* 
on them is sooty, like the dirt on the snow outsidd the 
french doors. I've several photographs of them; and 
I'll know definitely when I get my e^rgemente under 
the microscope." 

Vance rose and sauntered to the i^chway* 






1 have perxxiisdon to go iipstaixs a momentj, 
Sergeant?** 

Heath looked mystified. His instinct was tojplt .a 
reason for this unexpected request* but all he sallwaS; 
^*Sure. Go ahead.** 

Something in Vance*s manner — ^an air of satisfaction 
combined with a suppres^d eagemess—^old me that 
he had verified his theory. 

He was gone less than five minutes. Wlfen he t% 
turned he carried a pair of goloshes similar to those that 
had been found in Chester's closet. He handed them to 
Captain Jerym. 

"You'll probably find that these made the tracks.*' 

Both Jerym and Snitkin examined them carefully, 
comparing the measurements and fitting the rough 
pattenK to •the soles. Finally, the captain took t&nc of 
them to the window, and amicing a jeweller's glass to 
his eye, studied the riser of the heel. 

"I think you*re right," he agreed. "There's a worn 
place here which corresponds to an indentation on the 
cast I made." 

Heath had sprung to his feet and stood eyeing Vance. 

"Where did you find *em?" he demanded. 

"Tucked away in the rear of the little linen -closet 
at the head of the stairs.’* 

Tlie sergeant’s excitement got the better of him. He 
swung about to Markham, fairly spluttering with con- 
sternation. 

"Those t^'o guys from the Bureau that went over 
this hou".e looking for the gun told me there wasn’t 
a pair of goloshes in the place; and I specially told *em 
to keep their eyes peeled for goloshes. And now Mr. 
Vance finds 'em in the linen-closct off the main hall 
upstairs!** 

. "But, Sergeant," said Vance mildly, "the goloshes 
weren’t there when your sleuths were looking for the 
revolver. Ox^ both former occasions the johnny who 
wote ’em had plenty •£ time to puf ’em away safely. 
But to-day, d’ye see, he had no chance to sequester them; 
so he left ’em in the linen-closet for the time being." 

" Oh» that’s it, is it? "Heath growled vagudy. "Well, 
Wiiat'a tlKS.rest of the stoy, Mr. Vance?" 
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** That's all there is to date. If I knew the test I'd 
know who fired the shots. (But I might remind you 
that neither of your sergents-de-ville saw any suspicious 
^son leave here.” 

"Good God, Vance!” Markham was on his feet. 
"That means that the murderer is in the house tins 
minute.” ^ u ^ 

"At any rate,” returned Vance lazily, "I think we 
^re justified in assuming that the murderer was here 
when wo arrived.” 

"But nobody's left the place but Von Blon,” blurted 


Heath. 

Vance nodded. "Oh, it's wholly possible the murderer 
is stiU in the house. Sergeant.” 


Chapter XVI The Lost Poisons 

{Tuesday t November soth; 2 pM.) 

Markham and Vance and I Imd a late lunch at the 
Stuyvesant Club. During the meal thVi subject of the 
murder was avoided as if by tacit agreement; but 
when we sat smoking over our coffee Markham settled 
back in his chair and surveyed Vance stenily. 

"Now,” he said, "I want to hear how j'ou came to 
find those goloshes in the linen-closet. Ancf, damn it( 
1 don’t want any garrulous evasions or quotations out 
of Bartlett.” 

"I'm quite willing to unburden my soul,” smiled 
Vance. "It was all so dashed simple. I never put any 
stock in the burglar theory, and so was able to approach 
the problem with a virgin mind, as it were.” 
c He lit a fresh cigarette and poured himself another 
cup of coffee. 

"Perpend, Markham. On the night IJiat Julia and 
Ada were shot a^double set oC footprints was found* 
It had stopped snowing at about eleven o'clock, and the 
tracks had been made between that hour and midnight, 
when the sergeant arrived on the scene. On the night 
of Chester’s murder there was another set o^^footpriats 
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idmilar to the others; and they too had been made 
jshortly after the weather lAid cleared. Here, then, were 
tracks in the snow, approaching and retreating from the 
front door, precedmg each crime; and both sets had 
been made after the snow had stepped falling when 
they would be distinctly visible and determinable. This was 
not a particularly strikingp coincidenCe, but if was 
sufficiently arresting to create a slight strain on jny corte^s 
cerebri. And the strain increased perceptibly this morn^ 
ing when Snitkin reported his discovery of fresh foot- 
prints on the balcony steps; for once again the same 
meteorological conditions had accompanied our culprit’s 
passion for leaving spoors. I was therefore driven to tho 
irresistible, inference, as you learned Solons put it, that 
the murderer, so careful and calculating about everyjjihing 
else, hall deliberately made alU these ifootpriiits for our 
special edification. In each instance, d’ye sec, he had 
chosen the only hour of the day when his tracks W'ould 
not be obliterated by falling snow or confused with 
other tracks . • . Arc you there?” 

”Go ahead,” said Markham. ”I’m listening.” 

”To proceed, then. Another coincidence attached to 
these three sets of footprints. It w'as impossible, be- 
cause of the dry, flaky nature of the snow, to determine 
whether the first set had originated in the house and 
returned there, or had first approached the house from 
the street and then retreated. Again, on the night of 
Chester’s demise, when the snow was damp and suscep- 
tible to clear impressions, the same doubt arose. The 
tracks to dad from the house w'ere on opposite sides of tho 
front walk: not a single footstep overlapped! Acci- 
dental? Perhaps. But not wholly reasonable. A 
person walking to and from a door along a comparatively 
narrow pathway would almost certainly have doubled on 
some of his tracks. And even if he had failed to super-* 
impose any of his footpriuts, the parallel spoors would 
.have been closft together But these two lines of prints 
wre far apart: each clung to the extreme edge of the 
walk, as if the x>erson who made them was positively 
afraid of overlapping. Now, consider the footprints 
made this morning. There was a single line of 
entering thib house, but none coming out. We concluded 
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.that the muxdeter had made his escape via the tent 
door and do\m the neatly swept walk; but this» alter 
all, was only an assumption.** 

Vance sipped his coflee and inhaled a moment on 
his cigarette. 

"The poiint I'm trying to bring out is this: there 
is nd proof whatever thah all these footprints were not 
made by someone in the house who first went out and 
•tlien returned for the express purpose of leading the 
police to believe that an outsider was guilty. But, cm 
the other hand, there is evidence that the footprints 
actually did originate in the house; because if an out- 
sider had made them he would have been at no pains 
to confuse the issue of their origin, since, in any event, 
could not have lx;en traced back farther than, 
the street. Therefore, ,as a tentative starting point, 1 
assumed that the tracks had, in reality, been made by 
someone in the house. — I can't say, of course, whether 
or not my layman's logic adds lustre to the gladsome 
light of jurisprudence ** 

"Your reasoning is consistent as far as it goes," 
cut in Markham tartly. "But it is hardly complete 
enough to have led you directly to the linen-closet this 
morning." 

"True. But there were various contribut'ry factors. 
For instance, the goloshes whicli Snitkiu found in Chester's 
clothes-closet were the exact size of the prints. At first 
I toyed with the idea that tlioy were the actual instru- 
ments of our unknown's vestigial deception. But when, 
after they had been taken to Headquarters, anotto 
set of similar tracks appeared — to wit, the ones found 
this morning — I amended my theory slightly, and con- 
cluded that Chester had owned two pairs of goloshes— 
one that had perhaps been discarded but not thrown 
away. That was why 1 wanted to wait for Cairtaiii 
Jerym's report: I was anxious to learn if the new tracks 
were exactiy like the old ones." 

"But even sOj interrupted^ Markham, "your themy 
that the footprints emanated from the house strikes 
me as being erected on pretty weak scaffolding. Were 
there any other indicants? " 

"I was €<»ning to them," relied Vance reproacUifflyv 
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3rou will rdsdi me so* Pretend that I*m a lawyer^ 
and my summatira will sound positively breathless.** 

**l*m more likely to pretend that l*m a presiding 
judge* and give you susm per coll*’ 

**Ah* well/* Vance sighed and continued. "Let us 
consider the hypothetical intruder's meai^ of escape 
after the shooting of Julia and Ada. Sjlroot camePinto 
the upper hall immediately after the shot had been fired 
in Ada's room; yet he heard nothing — neither footsteps* 
in the hall nor the front door closing. And. Markham 
old thing, a person in goloshes going down marble steps 
in the dark is no midsummer zephyr for silence. In the 
circumstances Sproot would have been certain to hear 
him making his e^ape. Therefore, the explanation 
. that suggested itself to me was that he did not make his 
escaper^ 

** And the footprints outside ? ” 

"Were made beforehand by someone walking to the 
front gate and back. — ^And that brings me to the night 
of Chester’s murder. You rememl^r Rex's tale of 
hearing a dragging noise in the hail and a door closing 
about fifteen minutes before the shot was fired, and Ada's 
corroboration of the door-shutting part of the story? 
The noise, please note, was heard after it had stopp^ 
snowing — in fact, after the moon had come out. Could 
the noise not easily have been a person walking in go- 
loshes. or even taking them off. after having returned 
from making those separated tracks to and from the 
gate ? And might not that closing door have been the 
door of tl^ linen-closet where the goloshes were being 
temporarily cached ? " 

Markham nodded. "Yes. the sounds Rex and Ada 
heard might be explained that way." 

"And this morning’s business was even plainer. 
There were footprints on the balcony steps, made 
between nine o’clock and noon. But neither of the 
guards saw ahyone enter the grounds. Moreover. 
Sproot waited a few moments in the dining-room after 
the idiot had been fired in Rex's room; and if anyone 
had come down the stairs and gone out the front dem:^ 
Sproot would certainly have heard him. It's true tibat ' 
Ihe murderer might have descended the front stairs 
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as Sproot went up the servants' stairs. But is that 
likely? Would he have waited in the upper hall after 
killing Rex, knowing tliat someone was likely to step 
out and discover him? I think not. And anyway, the 
guards saw no one leave the estate. Ergo, I concluded 
that no one fame down the front stairs after Rex's death, 
1 assumed agsrin that th^ footprints had h&m made 
at some earlier hour. This time, however, the murderer 
^id not go to the gate and return, for a guard was there 
who would have seen liim; and, furthermore, the front 
steps and the walk had been swept. So our track-maker, 
after having donned the goloshes, stepped out of the 
front door, walked round the corner of the house, mounted 
the balcony steps, and re-entered the upper hall by way 
of Ada's room." 

"fsce." Markham leaned over and'knooi^ed the 
jashes from his cigar. "Therefore, you inferred that 
Jthe goloshes were still in the house." 

"Exactly. But I’ll admit I didn’t think of the linen- 
closet at once. First I tried Chester’s room. Then I 
took a look round Julia’s chamber; and I was about 
to go up to the servants' quarters when I recalled Rex's 
story of the closing door. I ran my ’eye over all the 
second-story doors, and straightway tried the linen- 
closet — which was, after all, the most likely place for 
a transient occullatioii . And lo I there were the goloshes, 
lucked under an old drugget. The mufdcrer had 
probably hidden them there both times before, pending 
an opportunity of secreting them more thoroughly." 

"But where could they have been concealed so that 
onr searchers didn't run across them?" 

"As to that, now, I couldn’t say. They may have 
been taken out of the house altogether." 

There was a silence for several minutes. Then 
Markham spoke. 

"The finding of the goloshes pretty well proves your 
theory, Vance, ^ut do you realize what confronts us. 
now ? If your reasoning is corfrect, the guilty person is 
someone with whom we've been talking this morning. 
It’s an appalling thought. I've gone over in my mind 
every member of that household; and I simply can't 
regard any one of them as a potential mass-murderer." 
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"Sheer moral prejudice, old dear," Vance’s voice 
assumed a note of raillery. "I'm a bit cynical myself, ^ 
and the only person at the Greene mansion I'd elimin- 
ate as a possibility v^uld be Frau Mannheim. She's 
not sufficiently imaginative to have planned this ac- 
cumulative massacre. But as regards^ the others, I 
could picture any one of 'am as bein^ at the bottom of 
this diabolical slaughter. It's a mistaken idea, don't y’ - 
know, to imagine that a murderer looks like 8. murderer. 
No murderer ever does. The only people who really 
look like murderers are quite harmless. Do you recall 
the mild and handsome features of the Reverend Richeson 
of Cambridge? Yet he gave his inamorata cyanide of 
potassium. The fact that Major Armstrong was a meek 
and gcnlleinanly-looking chap did not deter him from 
feeding adrenic to his wife. Professor Wedfeter of 
Harvard was not a criminal type, but the dismembera^^ 
spirit of Doctor Parkman doubtless regards him aflH 
brutal sla 3 'or. Doctor Lamson, with his philanthroj Mi 
eyes and his benevolent beard, w^as highly regarded aK 
a humanitarian, but he administered aconitine rathen 
cold-bloodedly to his crippled brother-in-law. Then 
there was Doctor Neil Cream, who might easily have 
been mistaken for the deacon of a fashionable church; 
and tlie soft-spoken and anikible Doctor Waite. . . . 
And the women! Edith Thompson admitted putting^ 
powdere<’ glass in her husband's gruel, though she looked^ 
like a pious Sunday-school teacher. Madeleine Smith 
certainly Iiad a most respectable countenance. And 
Cons tar ze Kent was rather a beauty — a nice girl with an 
engaging air, yet she cut her little brother’s throat in a 
thoroughly brutal manner. Gabricllc Bompard and 
Marie Boyer were anything but typical of the Donna 
Ddinquente, but the one strangled her lover with the 
cord of her dressing-gown, and the other killed hdr 
mother with a cheeso-knife. And what of Madame 

"Enough!" proteslSd Markham.* "Your lecture on 
criminal physiognomy can go over a wliile. Just now 
I'm trying to adjust my mind to the staggering infers 
ences to drawn from your finding of those goloshes." 

A sense of horror seemed to weigh him down. "Good 
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, God, Vancel There must be some wky out of this night* 
' mate you've propounded. Whst member of lhat boiise* 
hold could x>08sibly have walked in on Rex Greene and 
shot him down in broad daylight?'* 

" 'Pon my soul, 1 don't know." Vance himsdf was 
deeply afiected Ji>y the sinister aspects of the case. *' But 
someone in that house did it-, -someone the others don't 
suspect." . 

^'That look on Julia's face, and Chester's amazed ex- 
pression — ^that's what you mean, isn't it? They didn't 
suspect either. And they were horrified at the revela- 
ition — ^when it was too late. Yes, all those things fit 
in with your theory." 

"But there's one thing that doesn't fit, old man." 
Vance gazed at the table perplexedly. "Rex died 
peacefully, apparently unaware of his murderer. nWhy 
there also a look of horror on his face ? His eyes 
’^uldn't have been shut when the revolver was levelled 
him, for he was standing, facing the intruder. Jt's 
Jnexplicable— madl" 

7 He beat a nervous tattoo on the table, his farotrs 
contracted. 

"And there's another thing, Markham, that's in- 
comprehensible about Rex's death. His door into the 
hall was open; but nobody upstairs heard the shot— 
nobody upstairs. And yet Sproot — ^who was down- 
stairs, in the butler's pantry behind the dining-room- 
heard it distinctly." 

"It probably just happened that way," Markham 
argued, ^^ost automatically. "Sound acts i&.itastic- 
ally somrames." 

Vance shook his head. 

"Nothing has 'just happened* in this case. There's 
a terrible logic about everything — a carefully planned 
reason behind each detail. Nothing has be^ left to 
chance. Still, this very systematization of the crime 
will eventually prove the murderer's dow^aU. When 
we can find a key to any one of^the ante-rooms, we'U 
know our way into the main chamber of horrors." 

At that moment Markham was summoned to tiie 
telephone. When he returned his eag>ressioa was 
puzzled and uneasy. 
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*'It was Swacker. Von Blon is at my of&oe now — 
has something to tell ' 

"Ah! Very intcrestin*/’ commented Vance. 

We drove to -the Qistiict Attorney’s office, and Von 
Blon was shown in at once. 

"I may be stirring up a mare’s nest,” be began apolo- 
getically, after he had sqatcd himself on the edge of a 
chair. "But I felt I ought to inform you of a curious 
thing that happened to me this morning.* At firs* L 
thought I would tell tlie police, but it occurred to me 
they might misunderstand; and I decided to place the 
matter before you to act upon as you saw fit.” 

Plainly he was uncertain as to how the subject should 
be broanhed, and* Markham waited patiently with an air 
of polite indulgence. 

”ip'*phofled the Greene hoyse as soon as I mafic the— 
ah— discovery,” Von Blon went on hesitantly. "But 1 
was informed you had left for the office; so, as soon as 1 
h^^lunched, I came directly here.” 

^^Very good of you, doctor,” murmured Markham. 

Again Von Blon hesitated, and his manner became 
exaggeratedly ingratiat' Jg. 

"The fact is, Mr. Mtrkham, I am in the habit of 
carrying a rather full supply of emergency drugs in my 
medicine-case. ...” 

"Emergency drugs?” 

" Stry''.hnine, morphine, caffeine, and a variety of 
hypnotics and stimulants. 1 find it often con- 
venient ” 

" An i it was in connection with these drugs ypu wi^ed 
to see me?” 

" Indirectly — ^yes.” Von Blon paused momentarily to 
arrange his words. "To-day it happened that I had in 
my case a fresh tube of soluble quarter-grain morphine 
tablets, and a Parke-Davis carton of four tubes ^f 
strychnine — ^thirtieths. . . 

"And wbht about this supply (jf drugs, doctor?” 

"The fact is, the Sioiphine and the strychnine have 
disappeared.” 

Markham bent forward, his eyes curiou^y animatedr 

"They were in my case this morning when 1 left my 
office/' Von Blon exfdained; "and 1 made oi^ two 
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^ brief calls before I went to the Greenes’. 1 missed the 
tubes when I returned to my oiice." 

Markham studied the doctor a moment. 

“And you think it improbable that the drugs were 
taken from your case during either of your other calls ? “ 

“That's justyit. At neither place was the case out of 
my sight for a mbment." 

“And at the Greenes'?” Markham's agitation was 
growing rapidly. 

“I went directly to Mrs. Greene’s room, taking the 
case with me. I remained there for perhaps half an 
hour. When I came out “ 

“You did not leave the room during that half-hour? ” 

“No. ..." * , 

“Pardon me, doctor,” came Vance's indolent voice; 
“but the nurse mentioned that you callecf to her to 
bring Mrs. Greene’s bouillon. From where did you 
call?” 

Von Blon nodded. “Ah, yes. I did speak to Miss 
Craven. I stepped to the door and called up the 
servants' stairs.” 

“Quite so. And then?” 

“I waited vith Mrs. Greene until thh nurse came. 
Then I went across the hall to Sibclla's room.” 

“And your case?” interjected Markliam. 

“I set it dowm in the hall, against the rear railing of 
the main stairway.” 

“And you remained in Miss Sibella's room until 
Sproot called you?” 

“That is right.” 

“ Then the case was unguarded in the rear of the upper 
hall from about eleven until you left the house?” 

“Yes. After I had taken leave of you gentlemen in 
the drawing-room I went upstairs and got it.” 

*^“And also made your adieux to Miss Sibclla,” added 
Vance. 

Von Blon raised ^s eyebrows ^with an Ur of gentle 
surprise. 

“Naturally.” 

“What amount of these drugs disappeared?” asked"^ 
Markham. 

“The four tubes of strychnine contained in all approxi* 
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mately three grains — ^three and one-third, to be exact* 
And liiere are twenty-five gablets of morphine in a Parke* 
Davis tube, making six and one-quarter grains/’ 

"Are those fatal dosgs, doctor?*' 

“That's a difficult question to answer, sir." Von 
Blon adopted a professional manner. “One may have 
a tolerance for morphine a|gd be capable of assimilating 
astonishingly large doses. But, ceteris paribus, six grains 
would certainly prove fatal. Regarding strychnine, 
toxicology gives us a very wide range as to lethal dosage* 
depending on the condition and age of the patient. The 
average fatal dose for an adult is, I should say, two 
grains, though death has resulted from administrations 
of one grain, or e‘/en less. And, on the other hand, 
recovery flas taken place after as much as ten grains have 
been swallowed. Generally speaking, however,* three 
and onc-third grains would oe sulhcieiit to produce 
fatal results." 

When Von Blon had gone Markham gazed at Vance 
anxiously. 

“What do you make of it? " he asked. 

“I don't like it — I don't at all like it." Vance shook 
his head dt^spaiiingly. “It's dashed queer — the whole 
thing. And the doctor is worried too. There’s a panic 
raging beneath his elegant favade. lie's in a blue funk 
— and it's not because of the loss of his pills. He fears 
something, Marldiam. There was a strained,’ hunted 
look in his eyes." 

“Doesn't it strike you as strange that he should be 
carrying ';uch quantities of drugs about with him ? " 

“Not necessarily. Some doctors do it. The Con- 
tinental M.D’s especially are addicted to the practice. 
And don't forget Von Blon is German-trained. . , 
Vance glanced up suddenly. “By the by, what about 
tliose two wills ? " • 

There was a look of astonished interrogation in Mark- 
, barn's incisive^stare, but he said merely; 

“1*11 have them latef this afternoon. Buckway has 
been laid up with a cold* but he promised to send xue 
copies to-day." 

Vance got to his feet. 

“I'm no Chaldean*" he drawled; “but 1 have an idea 



174 TBDB tiSEENE 

those two wHls may hdp vs to nndersiaiid the disappear* 
ance of the doctor's pellets." ^ He drew on his coat and 
took up his hat and stick. "And now I'm going to 
banish this beastly affair froi^ my thoughts. — C^ne, 
Van. There's some good chamber-music at £olian 
Hall this afternoon, and if we hurry we'll be in time fox 
the Mozart * 6-Major.’ " ^ 


Chapter XVII The Two Wills 

{Tuesday, November ^oth; 8 p,fn,) 

Eight o’clock that night found Inspector Moran, Ser- 
geant Heath, Markham. Vance and* me seated about a 
small conference-table in one of the Stuyvesant Club's 
private rooms. The evening papers had created % furore 
in the city with their melo^amatic accounts of Rex 
Greene's murder; and therse early stories were, as we all 
knew, but the mild forerunners of what the morning 
journals would publish. The situation itself, without the 
inevitable impending strictures of the Press, was suffi- 
cient to harry and depress those in charge of the official 
investigation; and, as 1 looked round' the little circle 
of worried faces that night, I realized the tremendous 
importance that attached to the outcome of our con- 
ference. 

Markham was the first to speak. 

"I have brought copies of the wills; but before we 
discuss them I’d like to know if there have been any new 
developments.” 

’ ' Developments ! ” Heath snorted contemptuously. 
"We’ve b^ going round in a circle all afternoon, and 
the faster we went the quicker we got to where we started. 
Mr. Markham, not one damn’ tiling turned up to give us 

line of inquiry. If it wasn’t for the fact that no gun 
was found in the room, I’d turn in a report of suicide 
and then resign from the force.” i 

”Fie on you, ^rgeantl” Vahee made a half-hearted 
attempt at levity. "It’s a bit too early to give way to 
such 0oomy pessimism. I take it that Captain Dub^ 
found no finger-prints." 

"Oh. be found finger-prints^ all light— Ada'a* md 
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Bex% and Spioot's, and a oonplA of the doctor *$. But 
that don't get us anywh^^." 

“Where were the prints? “ 

''£verywhere--on tt^ door-knobs, the centre-table, 
the window-panes; some were even found on the wood* 
work above the mantel/' 

“ That last fact may provainterestin' ^me day, though 
it doesn't seem to mean much just now. ^Anything 
more about the footprints?" •• 

“Nope. I got Jerym's jeport late this afternoon; but 
it don't say anything new. The goloshes you found 
made the tracks." 

“That reminds me. Sergeant. What did you do with 
the goloshes?" * 

Heath gave him a sly, exultant grin. 

" Juat exdbtly what you'd have done with 'eA, Mr, 
Vance. Only— thought of ft first." 

Vance smiled back. 

** Salve! Yes, the idea entirely slipped my mind this 
morning. In fact, it only just occurred to me." 

“May I know vrhat was done with the goloslies?" 
interjected Markham impatiently. 

“Why, the sergeant returned them surreptitiously to 
the linen-closet, and placed them under the drugget 
whence they came." 

“Right!" Heath nodded with satisfaction. “And 
I've got our new nurse keeping an eye on 'em. The 
minute they disappear she's to phone the Bureau." 

“You had no trouble installing your woman?" asked 
Markhair. 

“A cinch. Everything went like clockwork. At a 
quarter to six the doc shows up; then at six comes the 
woman firom the Central Ofiice. After the doc has put 
her wise to her new duties, she gets into her uniform and 
goes in to Mrs. Greene. The old lady tells the doc she^ 
didn't like Miss Craven anyw'ay, and hopes the now 
, nurse will shmf her more consideration^ Things couldn't 
have gone smoother, l^ung around until I got a chance 
to tip our woman ofE about the goloshes; &en 1 came 
aVray." 

“\Vhich of our women did you give the case to, 
JS^ea;at?" Moran asked. 
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O’Brien — ^tbe one 'who handled the Sitwell affair. 
Nothing in that house will gef by O'Brien; and she’s as 
strong as a man.” 

"There’s another thing you’d l^ettcr speak to her about 
as soon as possible.” And Markham related in detail 
the facts of Von Blon’s visit to the office after lunch. 
” If those drugs Verc stolen jn the Greene mansion, your 
woman may be able to find some trace of them.” 

Markham’s account of the missing poisons had pro- 
duced a profound effect on both Heath and the inspector. 

"Good heavens!” excLoimed the latter. "Is this 
affair going to develop into a poisoning case ? It would 
be the finishing touch.” His apprehension went much 
deeper than his tone implied. 

Heath sat staring at the polished table-top with futile 
constteiation. ^ *• 

"Moiphine and strychnine! There's no use looking 
for the stuff. There’s a hundred places in the house 
where it could be hid; and we might search a month 
and not find it. Anyway, I'll go out there to-night and 
tell O'Brien to watch for it. If she's on the look-out she 
maybe can spot any attempt to use it.” 

"What astounds me,” remarked the inspector, "is 
the security felt by the thief. Witliin an hour of the 
time Rex Greene is shot the poison disappears from the 
upper hall. Good gad! That's cold-bloodedness for 
you! And nerve, too!” 

"There’s plenty of cold-bloodedness and nerve in this 
case,” answered Vance. "A relentless determination is 
back of these murders — and calculation nc end. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if the doctor's satchel had been 
searched a score of times before. Perhaps there's been 
a patient accumulation of the drugs. This morning’s 
theft may have lieen the final raid. I see in this whole 
^affair a carefully worked-out plot that's been in pre- 
paration perhaps for years. We're dealing with the 
persistency of an idee fixe, and with t£ie demoniacal, 
logic of insanity. * And — ^what !is even more hideous — 
we're confronted with the perverted imagination of a 
fantastically romantic mind. We're pitted agsdnst a 
fiery, egocentric, hallucinated optimism. And type 
of optimism has tremendous stamina and power. The 
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history of nations has been convulsed it, Mohammed 
Bruno, and Jeanne c^'Arc — as well as Torquemada.* 
Agrippina, and Robespierre — all had it. It operates in 
different degrees, an^ to different ends; but the spirit of 
individual revolution is at the bottom of it." 

" Hell, Mr. Vance I " Heath was uneasy. "You're trying 
to make this case somet]jy[ng that ain*t— ^^well, nj^tural," 
"Can you make it anything else. Sergeant? Already, 
there have been three murders and an attem{)ted murderi 
And now comes the theft of the poisons from Von Blon." 

Inspector Moran drew himself up and rested his elbows 
on the table. ^ 

"Well, what's to be done? That, I believe, is the 
business of to-night’s conciave." He forced himself to 
speak ^ith niatter-of-factness. "We can’t break up the 
est^lishment; and we can’t assign a separaffce body- 
guard for each remaining nfember of the household.** 
"No; and we can’t give 'em the woiks at the police 
station, either," grumbled Heath. 

"It wouldn’t help you if you could. Sergeant," said 
Vance. "There’s no third degree knowm that could un- 
seal the lips of the person who is executing this particular 
opJts, There’s too much fanaticism and martyrdom in it," 
"Suppose wc hoar those wills, Mr. Marlchain," sug- 
gested Moran. "We may then be able to figure out a 
motive — You’ll admit, won’t you, Mr. Vance, that there’s 
u pretty strong motive back of tliese killings ? ’’ 

"There can be no doubt as to that. But I don’t be- 
lieve it’s money. Money may enter into it — and por- 
bably*, docs — but only as a contribut’ry factor. I’d 
say the motive was more fundamental — that it had 
its matrix in some powerful but suppressed human 
passion. However, the financial conditions may lead 
us to those depths." 

Marl.'ham hiad taken from his pocket several teg a l" 
sized sheets of closely typed paper, and smoothed 
on the table before him. 

"There's no neccsHty to read th^se vefhatim** he saH 
" I’ve gone over them thoroughly and can tell you brie* 
what they contain." He took up the top sheet and held! 
it nearer to the light. " Tobias Greene’s last will, drawn^ . 
up less than a year before his death, makes the entire 
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family, as yon know, the readnary devisees, witii the 
^stipulation that they live on th^ estate and maintain it 
intact for twenty-five years. At the mid of that time 
the property may be sold or otherwise disposed of. 'I 
might mention that the domiciliary stipulation was parti- 
cularly strict; the legatees must live in the Greene 
mansion^ in esse^ito t<ichnicali^ will suffice. They are 
permitted to travel and make visits ; but such absences may 
not exceed llhrce months in each respective year. . . 

What provision was made in^case one of them should 
many?” asked the inspector. 

“None. Even marriage on the part of any of the 
legatees did not vitiate the restrictions of the will. If 
a Greene married he or she had to live out the twenty- 
five years on the estate just the same. The husband or 
\vifc”coul# share the residence, of course. Ifi eve^ of 
children the will provided fbr the erection of two other 
small dwellings on the 52nd Street side of the lot. Only 
one exception was made to these stipulations. If Ada 
should marry, she could live elsewhere without losing 
her inheritance, as she apparently waa not Tobias's 
own child and could not, ^ereforc, carry on the blood 
line of the Greenes." • 

“What penalties attached to a breaking of the domi- 
ciliary terms of the will?" Again the inspector put 
the question. 

“Only one penalty — disinheritance, complete and 
absolute." 

“A rigid old bird," murmured Vance. "But the 
important thing about the will is, I should say, the 
manner in which he left the money. How vraa this 
distributed ? ” 

"It wasn't distributed. With the exception of a few 
minor bequests, it was left in its entirety to the widow. 
Sbb was to have the use of it during her lifetime, and 
could, at her death, dispose of it to the children — ^and 
^andchildrcn, if any — as she saw fit. It was^mperative, 
Sowever, that it all remain in the fdmily." 

" Wliere do the present generation of Greenes get their 
living expenses? Are they dependent on the old lady 'a 
bounty ? " 

" Not exactly. A provision was made for them in this 
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way! €8ch of .the five children was to reueivt: ^rom me 
executors a stipulated amount from Mrs. Greene’s income* 
sufficient for personal irceds.” Markham folded up the 
paper. “And that e^ut covers Tobias’s 'will." 

"You spoke of a lew minor bequests/* said Vance. 

" What were they ? " 

" Sproot was left a coigpetency, io'^ iiistance-»enough 
to take care of him comfortably whenever he wished to - 
retire from service. Mrs. Mannheim also w&s to receive 
an income for life begiijiiing at the end of the twenty- 
five years.** 

" Ah I Now, that’s most interestin*. And in the mean^ 
time she could, if she chose, remain as cook on a liberal 
salary." , 

“Vest that w^as the arrangement." 

"Jfhe status of Frau Mannheim fascinates mtp I have 
a feeling that some day, ere* long, she and I will have a 
heart-to-heart talk — Any other minor bequests?" 

" A hospital, where Tobias recovered from typhus fever 
contracted in the tropics; and a donation to the chair of 
criminology at the University of Prague. I might 
mention too, as a curious item, that Tobias left his libraiy 
to the New York Police Department, to be turned 
over to them at the expiration of the twenty-five years.** 

Vance drew himself up with puzzled interest. 

"Amazin*!** 

Heat!^ had turned to the inspector. 

"Did you know anything about this, sir?" 

" It seems to me I’ve heard of it. But a gift of books 
a qua 4 ;ter of a century in tlie future isn’t apt to excite 
the officials of the force." 

Vance, to all appearances, was smoking with indolent 
unconcern ; but the precise way he held his cigarette told 
me that some unusual speculation was absorbing liis mind. 

** The will of Mrs, Greene,*' Markham went on, " touches . 
more definitely on present conditions, though personally 
I see nothiiig helpful in it. She has been mathematically 
impartial in doling ofit the estate. * The five childreur4f 
Julia, Chester, Sibella, Rex, and Ada — receive equal . 
amounts under its terms — ^that is, each gets a fifth of . 
the entire estate.** 

" That part of it don’t interest me/* put in the seigeant. 
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^'What I want to know is, who gets all this money in 
case the others pass outa the pi<||;uxe ? '' 

"The provision covering that point is quite simple." 
explained Marldiam. "Should ai^v of the children die 
before a new will is drawn, their share of the inheritance 
is distributed ecmally among the remaining beneficiaries." 

"Then when an^ one of 'emgpasses out, all the others 
benefit. And if all of 'em except one, siiould die^ that 
one would get everything — ^huh?" 

"Yes." 

"So, as it stands now, Sibella and Ada would get 
everything — ^fifty-fifty — ^provided the old lady croaked." 

"That's correct. Sergeant." 

"But suppose both Sibella and Aiiatis well as^the old 
lady, should die; what would become of the money? " 

"If either of the girls had^a husband, the e^ate \|g>uld 
pass to him. But, in event of Sibella and Ada dying 
single, everything would go to the State. That is to 
say, the State would get it provided there were no 
relatives alive — ^which 1 believe is the case." 

Heath pondered these possibilities for several minutes. 

"1 can't see anything in the situation to give us a 
lead," he lamented. "Everybody benefits equally by 
what's already hapjKjned. And there's three of the 
family still left — ^tlie old lady and the two girls." 

"Two from three leaves one, Sergeant," suggested 
Vance quietly. 

"What do you mean by that, sir? " 

" The morphine and the strychnine." 

Heath gave a stcirt and made an ugly face. < 

"By God I" He struck the table with his fist. "It 
ain't coming to that if I can stop it I " Then a sense of 
helplessness tempered his outraged resolution, and be 
became sullen. 

•"I know how you feel." Vance spoke with troubled 
discouragement. " But I'm afraid we'll all have to wait. 
If the Greene millions are an actuating fbree in this 
affair, there’s no way on earth to a^ert at least one more 
tragedy." 

"We might put the matter up to the two girls and 
perhaps induce them to separate and go away/* ventured 
the inspector. 
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••That would only postpone the inevitable/' Vanoe 
tetumed. "And besides^it would rob them of their 
patrimony." 

"A court ruling mighj: be obtained upsetting the pro- 
visions of the will/' submitted Markham dubiously. 

Vance gave him an ironical smile. ^ 

"By the time you could get one of yoifr beloved eourts 
to act the murderer would have had time to,wpe out 
the entire local judiciary." 

For nearly two hours ways and means of dealing with 
the case were discussed ; but obstacles confronted nearly 
every line of activity advocated. Finally, it was agreed • 
that the only practicable tactics to be pursued were those 
of the roijtine police procedure. However, before the 
conference broke up, certain specific decisions had been 
taken^ The^guard about the ^Greene estate w’as^'to be 
increased, and a man was to be placed on the upper floor 
of the Narcoss Flats to keep a close watch on the front 
door and windows. On some pretext or other a detective 
was to be kept inside of the house as many hours as 
possible during the day; and the telephone-line of the 
Greenes was to be tapped. 

Vance insisted* somewhat against Markham's inclina- 
tion, that everyone in the house and every person who 
called there — however seemingly remote his connection 
with the case — should be regarded as a suspect and 
watched nigilantly; and Heath was ordered by the 
inspector to convey this decision to O’Brien, lest her 
instinctive partiality should result in the relaxation of 
her scrutiny of certain jicrsons. The sergeant, it seemed, 
had already instituted a thorough investigation into the 
private aflairs of Julia, Chester, and Rex; and a dozen 
men were at work on their associates and activities 
outside of the Greene mansion, with special instructions 
to gather reports of conversations which might have con- * 
tallied some hint or reference indicating a foreknowledge 
• or suspicion of the crinijps. . 

Just as Markham rose to terminate the discussion 
Vance again leaned forward and spoke. 

*'In case there is to be a poisoning we should, I thinks 
be prepared. Where overdoses of either morphine or 
stiychnine are adminstered immediate action will some- 
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times save tile victim. 1 would suggest that an offiticd 
pbysidan be placed in the I^|uroos8 Flats with the man 
set to watch the Greene windows; and he should have 
at hand all the necessary appaiatus and antidotes used 
in combating moiphine and strychnine poisoning. 
Furthermore^ 1 would suggest that we arrange some 
sort signal i^th Sproot and the new nurse, so that, 
should ai^ything happen, our doctor can be summoned 
without a moment's delay. If the victim of the 
attempted poisoning were saved, we might be able 
to ascertain who administered the drug." 

The plan was readily agreed to. The inspector took 
it upon himself to arrange the matter that night with one 
of the official police-surgeons; and Heath w^t at once 
to the Narcoss Flats to secure a room facing the Greene 
mansion. « * % 


Chai>T£R XVIII In The Locked Library 

{Wednesday, December 1st; i p,m*) 

Vance, contrary to his custom, rose early the next 
morning. He rras rather waspish, and 1 left him severdy 
alone. He made several desultory attempts at reading, 
and once, when he put his book down, I glanced at the 
title — he had chosen a life of Genghis Khanl Later in 
the forenoon he attempted to busy himself, with cata- 
loguing his Chinese prints. 

We were to have lunch with Markham at the Lawyers 
Club at one o’clock, and at a little after twelve Vance 
ordered his powerful Hispana-Suiza. He always drove 
himself when engaged on a problem: the activity seemed 
to steady his nerves and cl^fy his brain. 

Markham was waiting for us, and it was only too plain 
from his expression that somet^g of a disturbing nature 
had occurr^. 

"Unburden, old dear," invii^ Vance,*when we were, 
seated at our table in a comer of the main dining-room. 
"You look as serious as Saint John of Putmos* l*m 
sure something wholly to be expected has happea^. 
Have the goloshes disappeared?" 

Markham looked at him with sonie wonder. 
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YesI The O'Brien woman called the Bnmn at nine 
o'clock this morning and,feported that they had been 
removed from the hnen-clbset during the night. They 
were there, however, when she went to bed.'* 

*' And, of course, they Wve not been found.'* 

‘*No. She made a pretty careful search before 
•phoning.** w • 

"Fancy that. But she might have saved h^selfithe 
trouble. What docs the doughty sergeant opine ? " 

"Heath reached the house l^fore ten o'clock, and 
made an investigation. But he learned nothing. No 
one admitted hearing any sound in the hall during the 
night. He researched the house himself, but without 
result." , • 

"Have you heard from Von Blon this morning?" 

" N(V but Heath saw him. ^ He came to the liouse 
about ten and stayed nearly an hour. He appeared 
very much upset over the stolen drugs, and immediately 
asked if any trace of them had been found. He spent 
most of the hour with Sibella." 

"Ah, wclladayl Let us enjoy our truffes gastronome 
without the intrusion of unpleasant speculations. This 
Madeira sauce, by the by, is very good." Thus Vance 
dismissed the subject. 

However, that luncheon was to prove a memorable 
one; for towards the cud of the meal Vance made a 
suggestion'ror, rather, insisted upon an action — that was 
eventually to solve and explain the terrible tragedies at 
the Greene mansion. We had reached our dessert when, 
after a loag silence, he looked up at Markham and said: 

"The Pandora complex has seized and mastered me. 
I simply must get into Tobias's locked library. That 
sacred adytum has begun to infest my slumiters; and 
ever since you mentioned the legacy of those Sooks I*vo 
had no rest. 1 yearn to become acquainted with Tobias's 
literary taste, and to learn why he should have selected 
.the police for Ifts beneficiaries." . 

But my dear Vance, ^hat possible connection—— ? ** 
" Desist 1 You can't think of a question 1 have not 
already put to myself; and I'm unable to answer any 
of them. But the fact remains, 1 must inspect that 
library even if you have to get a judicial order to batter 
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down the door. There are sinister undercurrents in that 
old }M)use, Markham; and a |dnt or two may be found 
in that secret room.” 

”It will be a difficult proceeding if Mrs. Greene stands 
firm on her refusal to deliver the key to us.” Markham 
1 could see, l^d already acquiesced. He was in a mood 
to aceedc to any suggestion that even remotely promised 
a olariiicntion of the problem posed by the Greene 
murders. 

It was nearly three o’clock when we reached the house. 
Heath had already arrived, in answer to a telephone call 
from Markham; and we at once presented ourselves to 
Mrs. Greene. Following an ocular sign from the ser- 
geant the new nurse left the room;iand Markham went 
directly to the point. The old lady had eyed us sus- 
picioifily as we came in, jind now sat rigitliy agamst her 
pile of pillows, her gaze fixed on Markham with defensive 
animosity. 

” Madam,” he began, somewhat severely, ”we regret 
the necessity of this call. But certain things have arisen 
which make it imperative that wc visit Mr. Greene’s 
library ” 

”You shan’t!” she broke in, her voice rising in an 
infuriated crescendo. “You shan’t put your foot in 
that room ! Not for twelve years has anyone passed the 
threshold, and no i)oliceman now shall desecrate the place 
where my husband spent the last years of liir life.” 

”I appreciate the sentiment that actuates your re- 
fusal,” replied Markliam; “but graver considerations 
have intervened. The room will have to be soarchecR” 

“Not if you kill me!” she cried. “How dare you 
force your way into my house ? ” 

Markham held up his band authoritatively. 

“I am not here to argue the matter. 1 came to you 
merely to ask for the key. Of course, if you prefer to 
have us break down the door. . . He drew a sheaf of 
papers from his ^pocket. “I have secured a search-^ 
warrant for that room; and it would cause me deep 
regret to have to serve it on you.” (1 was amazed at bis 
aggressive daring, for I knew he had no warrant.) 

Mrs. Greene broke forth with imprecations. Her anger 
became almost insensate^ and she was changed into a 
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creature at once repulsive and pitiful. Mar£ham waited 
calmly for her paroxysm of fury to pass; and when, her 
vituperation s^nt, she beheld his quiet, inexorable bear- 
ing, she knew that she had lost. She sank back, white 
and exhausted. * 

"Take the key,*' she capitulated bitterly, *'and save 
me the final infamy of h%j;dng my hotfsef tom dqwn by 
ruffians. . . . It*s in the ivory jewel-case in the top 
drawer of that cabinet." She pointed weekly to the 
lacquered high-boy. 

Vance crossed the room and secured the key — a long, 
old-fashioned instrument ivith a double bit and ^ 
hligreed bow. 

"Have you alv;ays kept the key in this jewel-case, 
Mrs. Greene ? " he asked, as he closed the drawer. 

*‘^r twelve years," she whined. "And now, after 
all tnat time, it is to be taktn from me by force — and 
by the police, the very police who should be protecting 
an old helpless paralytic like me. It's infamy I But 
what can 1 expect ? Everyone takes delight in torturing 
me." 

Markham, his object gained, became contrite, and 
endeavoured tef pacify her by explaining the seriousness 
of the situation. But in this he failed ; and a few moments 
later he joined us in tlic hall. 

"I don’t like this sort of thing, Vance," he said. 

" You ^id remarkably well, however. If I hadn’t been 
with you since lunch I’d have believed you really had 
a search-warrant. You arc a veritable Machiavelli. Te 
sahito / • 

"Get on with your business, now that you have the 
key,” ordered Markham irritabl 5 \ And we descended to 
the main hall. ' 

Vance looked about him cautiously to make sure we 
were not observed, and led the way to the library. • 

"The lock works rather easily, considering its tw^elve 
years of desuetude," he remarked, as he turned the key 
and gently pushed opeft the massive &ak door. ** And the 
hingea don’t even creak. Astonishin’." 

Blackness confronted os, and Vance struck a match. 

"Please don’t touch anything," he admonished, and, 
bolding the match high before him, ha crossed to the 
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^ heavy velour draperies of the east window. As he drew 
them apart a cloud of dust the air. 

** These curts^ins, at least, have not been touched for 
years/' he said. ^ 

The grey light of mid-aftemoon suffused the room, 
revealing an agtonisiiing retreat. The walls were hned 
c^n book-Shclves which reached from the floor 
nearly to riie ceiling, leaving only space enough for a 
row of marble busts and squat bronze vases. At the 
southern end of the room was a massive flat-topped 
desk, and in the centre stood a long carved table laden 
l,with curious and outlandish ornaments. Beneath the 
windows and in the comers were piles of pamphlets and 
portfolios; and along the moulding ^of the 1)pokcase.s 
hung gargoyles and old prints yellow with age. Two 
cnormoHis I’ersian kmps qf perforated bras% depqpdcd 
from the ceiling, and beside the centre-table stood a 
Chinese sconce eight feet high. The floor was covered 
with overlapping Oriental rugs laid at all angles; and 
at each end of the fire-place was a hideous painted totem- 
pole reaching to the beams. A thick coating of dust 
overlay everything. 

Vance returned to the door and, striking another 
match, closely examined the inner knob. 

"Someone," he announced, "has bc^en here rc'ccntly. 
There's no sign of dust on this knob." 

"We might get the finger-prints," suggested «Heath. 

Vance shook his head. 

"Not even worth trying. The person we're dealing 
with knows better than to leave sign manuals." 

He closed the door softly and threw the bolt. Then 
he looked about him. Presently he pointed beneath a 
huge geographical globe beside tlie desk. 

"There are your goloshes, Sergeant. 1 thought they’d 
ISe here." 

Heath almost threw himself upon them, and canied 
them to the windou;. 

" They're the ones, all right," ife declared. 

Markham gave Vance one of his annoyed, calculating- 
stares. 

" You’ve got some theory/* he asserted, in an accusing 
tone. 
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**Noiliing moie than l*ve already tqld 3ml. Tlie 
finding of the goloshes, was wholly incidental. I'm 
interested in oth^r thing^just what, I «n’t know/* ^ 
He stood near the ^ntre-table and lei his eyes roOH 
over the objects of the* room. Presently his gaze cainj|H 
rest on a low wicker reading-chair, the right arm of wfljl 
was shaped into a book-rast. It stood Vfthin a few 
of the wall opposite to the fireplace, facing a narrow' 
section of book-shclvcs that was surmounted Sy a replica 
of the Capitoline Museum bust of Vespasian. 

"Most untidy/* he murmured. "I*m sure that chaij^ 
wasn't left in that position twelve years ago/* 111 

He moved forward, and stood looking down at it 
musingly. Instinotively Markham and Heath followed 
him; and then saw the thing that he had been contem- 
platmg. Oh the table-arm of the chair was a deep saucer 
in which stood the thick stufe of a candle. The saucer 
was almost filled with smoky wax drippings. 

"It took many candles to fill that dish/* commented 
Vance; **and I doubt if the departed Tobias did his 
reading by candle-light." He touched the scat and the 
back of the chair, and then examined his hand. ** There's 
dust, but nowhere near a decade's accumulation. Some- 
one has been browsing in this library rather recently; 
and he was dashed secretive about it. He didn't dare 
draw the shades or turn on the lights. He sat here with 
a single 2^andle, sampling Tobias's brand of literature. 
And it apparently appealed to him, for this one saucer 
contains evidence of many bookish nights. How many 
other snucers oi paraffin there were we don't know.** 
"The old lady could tell us who had a chance to put 
the key back t^ morning after hiding the goloshes," 
offered Heath. 

"No one put the key back this morning. Sergeant. 
The person who was in the habit of visiting here wouldn't 
have stolen it and returned it on each occasion when he 
could have had a duplicate made in fifteen minutes.** 

"1 guess you're rl|;ht.'* The sergeant was sorely 
perplexed. "But as long as we don't know who's got 
the key, we*re no better off than we were." 

"We're not quite through yet with our scrutiny of the 
fihraiy/* rejoined Vance. "As I told Mr. Markham at 
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Iimch, my miiiii object in coming hen was to astertaia 
4j^)»ias's taste (in literature/* ** ^ 

lot of go^d that'll do yoii!” 

K^e can never tell. Tobias, ^member, bequeathed 
Iwlibrary to the Police Department. . . . Let's see 
what toques the old boy whiled away his inactive 
^Wurs^* * 

Vance t9ok out his monocle and, polishing it carefully, 
fitted it to his eye. Then he turned to the nearest l)Ook- 
^ shelves. I stepped forward andflooked over his shoulder; 
llgpiS, as my glance ran over the dusty titles, I could 
pKarely suppress an exclamation of amazment. Here 
was one of the most complete and unusual private 
libraries of criminology in Amcrica-^ and I wa,s familiar 
with many of the country’s famous collections. Crime in 
all its phases and raniifiCfXtions was represented. «Rare 
old trccatises, long out of print and now the delight of 
bibiophiles, shouldered one another in compact tiers on 
Tobias Greene's shelves. 


Nor were the subjects of these books limited to a 
narrow interpretation of criminology. All the various 
allied branches of the subject were represented. There 
were entire sections devoted to insanity and cretinism, 
social and criminal pathology, suicide, pauperism and 
philanthrophy, prison refonn, prostitution and mor- 
phinism, capital punishment, abnormal psychology, legal 
codes, the argot of the underworld and cocte writing, 
toxicology, and police methods. The volumes were in 
many languages — English, French, German. Italian, 
Spanish, Swedish, Russian, Dutch, and Latin.* * 


* Among the vnlunies of Tobias Greene's libra^ I may mention the folbwing 
as typical of the entire collection: Hcinioth's morborum animi et pathe- 
matuin animi diliereDtia," Hoh's "De mania pathologia," P. S. Knight't 

** Observations on the Causes, Symptoms, and Treatment of Derangement of 
the Mind," Krafft-Ebing’s "GruxidzQge dcr Krlminal-Psychologie,'* Bailey’s 
** Diary of a Resurrectionist," Lange's "Om Arvciighedens Inflyddse i Slndssyge- 
dommene," Lcurct's "Fragments ps)'cho]ogiques sur la foue," D'Aguanoo'a 
"Recensloni di antropologia giuiidica," Amos's “Crime and CiviUiwtion,'* 
Andronico's “Studi clmici sul dclitto," Lombroso's “Uomb Dclinqucnte," do 
Aramburu's “La nueva cidicia penal," Bleaklil''s “Some Distinguished Victkna 
of the Scaffold," Aienal’s “Psychologie coniparde du crlmindl,^' Aubry'i “Ds 
rhomidde cmrimis par la femme," Beccana's “Crimes and Punlsaments,'* 
Benedikt's “Anatomical Studies upon the Brains of Criminals," Bitting^i 
“Crimes of Passion and of Koflection," BosseLU’s “Nuovi studi sul tatuaw* 
nd crhnl^," Favalll's “La deliqucnza in rapporto alia clvilU," de Fe«B^ 
“Verhandellng over den Kindennoord," Pulcl's “Der Realismus tuM das . 
Strafrecht," Hatton's “Scientific Detectioa of ciiine," voo Holtscodosff'i* 
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Vance's eyes sparkled as he moved along ilie crowded 
shelves. Markham also was deeply inmrested; anc|. 
Heath, bending here and Siere towards a/olume, re^^ 
terod an expression of l>pwiidered curiosity. - 

“My word!’* murmured Vance. “No wonder ySdr 
department. Sergeant, was chosen as the future custodian 
of these tomes. What a* collection! * I?xtr'ordifi'ry1 
Aren't you glad, Markham, you wangled the oldjady into 

relinquishing the key “ * 

Suddenly he stiffened as»d jerked his head toward the 
door, at the same time lifting his hand for silence. I, toq||| 
had heard a slight noise in the hall, like someone brushing'' 
against the woodwork of the door, but had thought 
nothing of, it. Fora few moments we waited tensely. 
But no further sound came to us, and Vance stepped 
quickjy to th^ door and drew it Qpen. Tlie hall was ompt^'’. 
He stood on the threshold for a while listening. Then he 
closed the door, and turned again to the room. 

“ I could have sworn someone was listening in the hall," 
“ I heard a rustle of some kind," Markham corroborated 
him, “I took it for granted it vras Sproot or the maid 
passing by," 

“ Why should Snybody's hanging round the hall worry 
us, Mr. Vance ? " Heath asked. 


'*OaB Iriscbe Gefangntssystem insbt^ndre die Zwischenanstaltcn \'or dcr 
Entlassung der Striiflingc,*’ Jardinc's “Oituinal Trials, " Lacassagne's “L'hotumo 
crimioel oompaM ii rtioimcie piimitif,*' Llanos y TorrigUa’s “ Ferri y su escuela.*' 
Owen Luk^B “History of Crime in Hnglaiid,” MacFarlanc’s “Lives and Exploit', 
of Banditti," M'Levy’s “Curiositii's of Crime in Edinburgh," the “Complete* 
Newgate Calendar," Pomeroy’s “German and French Criminal Procedure." 
Riirone's “j^inquenza e punibilitV* Kosenblatt’s “Skizzen aus des Ver- 
braohcrwelt," Saury's “I.e crinie ct les rriminels," Wey's “Criminal Anthro> 
pology," Amadei's “Cram d’assassini," Benedikt's “Der Ranbthiertypus am 
mensimllcben Geliiime," Fasini's “Studi su deUnquenti femmine,'^ Misl's 
“Arrested and Atwirant Dcvelopmeut and Gyres in the Brain of Paranoiach 
and Criminals," de l*aoli*s “Quattro crani dl delinqucnti," Zuckerkandl's 
“Mof^ologle des Gesichtsschiidels," Bergonzoli’s “Sui pazzi crimioal iu Italia," 
Briem de Boiunont's “Rapports de la folie suicide avec la foUe homicide," 
Buc^Ps “The Relation of Madness to Crime,” Galucri’s “II jure penale e U 
feeniatria," Davey’s “Insanity and Crime," Morel’s “Le pzoefis Cborinski," 
Parrot's *'Sur la mwomonie homicide," Savage’s “Moral Insanity," Tecd’s 
• “On Mind, Insanity sod CriminaliW," Worckmanu’s “Du Crime and Insanity," 
Vaucher's “Systtoie pr^ventif dcstl^lits et des crimes," Thacker’s “Psychdogv 
of Vine and Cri^" Tardo's “La CriminaliU Comparilc," Tamassia's “Gliul 
tind Btudt suUa crimioalitik," Sikes’s “Studies of Assassiuatioii," Senior’s 
“Renmkable Crimes and Trials In Germany," Savarini’s “Vexata Quaestio," 
Samnon't “Rationale of Crime," Noeilner's “ Kriminal-psycholocisclie 
OeiBbi^tdidcieitca," Sigbele's “La foule crimiadle," and Kofsakoffs “Krus 
psli^ilatriL" 
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**I reallWcouldn’t say, don’t y’ know. But it botbefs 
me, nevertnjsless. If someone was at the door listening. 
It i^ows thaL OUT presence Ifere has produced a state of 
anxiety in tfe person privy to the fact. It’s possible, 
d* ye see, that someone is desirous of ascertaining what 
wc ha\'e found out.” 

"JiVell, I •ja!i*t see that/ve've found out enough to 
make anybody lose any sleep,” mumbled Heath. 

” YoiiVc so discouraging. Sergeant.” Vance sighed and 
went to the book-shelves in iront of the wicker reading- 
ebair. “There may be something in this section to cheer 
/ ns. Let us see if there’s a glad tiding or Iwo written in 
the dust.” 

He struck match after match as carefully inspected 
the tops of the books, beginning at the highest shelf and 
systematically scrutinizing the volumes of fchch row. He * 
had reached the second ^nelf from the floor when lie bent 
over curiously and gave a second long look at two thick 
grey volumes. Then putting out the match, he took the 
volumes to the window. 

“ The thing is quite mad,” he remarked, after a brief 
examination. “These are the only books within arm’s 
reach of the chair that have been bandied recently. And 
what do you think they are ? An old two-volume edition 
of Professor Hans Gross’s 'Handbuch fiir Untersuchungs- 
rich ter als System der Kriminalistik,' or — ^to claw 
title loosely into the vulgate — 'A Handbook on the 
Criminal Sciences for Examining Magistrates.^ ” He gave 
Markham a look of facetious reproach. “I say, yon 
haven’t by any chance, been spending your nights in this 
library learning how to ballyrag suspects ? ” 

Markham ignored his levity. He recognised the out- 
ward sign of Vance's inner uneasiness. 

“The apparently irrelevant theme of the book,” he 
returned, “might indicate a mere coincidence between 
the visits of some person to this room and Ihe crim^ 
committed in the house.” c. 

Vance made nd answer. He thoughtfully returned the* 
books to their place and ran his eyes over the remahiiag 
volumes of the bottom shelf. Suddenly be knelt 
and struck another match. 

“Here are several books out of place.” X deteigM ^ 
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subdued note of eagemese in his voice. belong 

in other sections: and ihey'|e been crowdedfin here a 
little out of alignment. Moreover, they're Imocent of 
dust. . . • Ton my scml, Markham, here's a coin- 
cidence for your sceptical legal mindl Lend an ear to 
these titles: 'Poisons: Their Effects and Detection,' by 
Alexander Wynter Blyth,* ted 'Textbook 1>f Medscal 
Jurisprudence, Toxicology, and Public Health,' ^y John 
Glaister, Professor of Forensic Medicine at the University 
of Glasgow. And here we have Friedrich Briigelmann's 
'Ueber hysterische Dammerzustande,' and Schwarz- 
wald's'Ueber Hystero-Paralyse und ^mnambulismus.* 
1 say I That's deuced queer. . . 

He rose and walked, up and down, agitated. 

• "No — ^no; a^lntely not," ho muttered. “It simply 
can’t be« • • • Why should Van Blon lie to us dbout 
her?" 

We all knew what was in his mind. Even Heath 
sensed it at once, for, though he did not speak German, 
the titles of the two German boolcs — especially the latter 
— ^needed no translation to be undcrsto(xl. Hysteria and 
twihght sleep 1 Hysterical paralysis and somnambulism 1 
The gruesome and horrible implication in these two titles, 
and their possible relation to the sinister tragedies of the 
Greene mansion, sent a chill of horror over me. 

Vance stopped his restless pacing and fixed a grave 
gaze on Markham. 

"This tiling gets deeper and deeper. Something un- 
thinkable is going on here. Come, let us get out of this 
polluted room. It has told us its gibbering, nightmarish 
story. And now we will have to interpret it — ^find some 
glimmer of sanity in its black suggestions. Sergeant, will 
you draw the curtains while 1 straighten these books? 
We'd best leave no evidence of our visit." 


^-Ghaptsu XIX^ ^ Sherri^ and Paralysis 
(Wednesday, December ist ; 4.30 p,m,) 

Wbbn we returned to Mrs. Greene's room the old lady 
wasmfpareatly sleeping peacefully and we did not 
s Ik. m of tbe defteoa witiieiMi in the Cdpipea tcUL 
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disturb Heath gave the key to Nurse O'Brien with 
jnstructioih to replace it in the jewel-case, and we went 
downstairs^ ^ 

Althoughllt was but a little pgist four o'clock, the early 
winter twilight had already d^ended. Sproot had riot 
yet lighted the lamps, and the lower hall was in semi- 
darjpiess. ^'A ghostly atmtipherc pervaded the house. 
Even the silence was oppressive, and seemed fraught 
with thi spirit of commination. We went straight to the 
li all-table where we had thr^^wn our coats, eager to get 
out into the ojien jiir. ^ 

But we were not to shake the depressing influence of 
the old mansion so quickly. W’e had scarcely reached 
the table when there came a slight stirring of the portieres 
of the archway opposite to the drawing-room, and a tense, • 
whiskered voice said : 

' * Mr, Vance — please ! ^ 

We turned, startled. There, just inside of the reception- 
room, hiding behind the heavy draperies, stood Ada, 
her face a patch of ghastly white in the gathering gloom. 
With one finger i)laccd on her lips for silence, she 
beckoned to us; and we stepped softly into the chill, 
unused room. ‘ 

"There's something I must tell you," she said, in a 
half-whisper — "something terrible! 1 w-as going to 
telephone you to-day, but I W’as afraid. ..." A It of 
trembling seized her. 

"Don't be frightened, Ada," Vance encouraged her 
f:oothingly. " In a few days all these awful tilings will be 
over. What have you to tell us ? " * 

She made an effort to draw herself together, and when 
the tremor had passed she went on hesitantly. 

"Last night — it was long after midnight — I woke, and 
felt hungry. So I got up, slipped on a wrap, and stole 
downstairs. Cook alw^ays leaves something in the jiantry 
for me. . • Again slic stopped, and her haunt^ eyes 
searched our fa^es. "But when 1 reached the lower > 
landing of tlie stairs I heard a soft, shuffling sound in the 
ball — far back, near the library door. My heart was in 
my mouth, but 1 made myself look over the banister. 
And just then — someone struck a match. . . 

Her trembling began afresh, and she clutched Vance's 
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arm ^ith both hands. I was afraid the girl vT^golng to 
«faint, and 1 moved closer to her; but Vaj^'s voice 
seemed to steady her. 

Who was it, Ada ? ** 

She caught her breath %.nd looked about her, her face 
the picture of deadly fear. Then she leaned lorward. 

It was mother ! . . . Amd she was wcdkmgr* ^ 

The dread significance of this revelation chilled us all 
into silence. After a moment a choked whistlc^scaped 
Heath; and Markham thraiv back his head like a man. 
shaking himself out of an encroacliing spell of hypnosis. 
It was Vance Mio first recovered himself sufficiently to 
speak. 

** Your mother was near the library door ? *' 

"Yes; add it scemetl as tliougli she held a key in her 
’ hand." 

" Wfe she carrying anymmg rise r vance 5 eiiort ar 

calmness was only hjilf successful. 

"I didn't notice — 1 was too terrified." 

"Could she, for instance, have been carrying a pair of 
goloshes?" he persisted. 

" She might have been. I don't know. She had on her 
long Oriental slia\^], and it fell down about her in folds. 
Maybe under the shawl. ... Or s1k 5 might have put 
them down when she struck the match. 1 only knew 1 
saw her — moving slowly . . , there in the darkness." 

The memory of that unbelievable vision completely 
took possession of the girl. Her eyes stared, trance-like, 
into the deepening shadows. 

MarkhaQi cleared his throat nervously. 

"You say yourself it was dark in the hall last night. 
Miss Greene. Perhaps your fears got the better of you. 
Are ‘you sure it might not have ^cn Hemming or the 
cook?" 

She brought her eyes back to Markham with sudden 
resentment. 

"No!" Then her voice took on its former note of 
terror. " It was mother? The match ^as burning close 
to her face, and there was a terrible look in her eyes. I 
was only a few feet away — ^looking straight down on her," 

li^r hold on Vance's arm tightened, and once more 
her agooued gaze turned to him. 
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"Oh,<;«!liat 4oes it meap? I 'IbcHight— I ibOnght 
mollm owd never walk again/* 

Vance ilnored her angui^ied appeal. 

*'Tell w this, for it*s very important: did your 
mother see you ? '* f, 

" I — don't know." Her wo^ were scarody audible. 
*'l drew l^ck and ran s^tly up the stairs. Then I 
loched myself in my room.^ 

Vancp did not speak at once. He regarded the girl 
for a moment, and then g^ve her a slow, comforting 
smile. 

"And I think your room is the best^^ place for you 
now,** he said. "Don't worry over wlmt you saw; 
and keep what you have told us to yourself. There’s 
nothing to be afraid of. Certain t3^s of paralytics 
have been known to walk in their sleep under the si^ess’ 
of slfock or excitementi Anyway, we’ll arrangeAfor the 
new nurse to sleep in your room to<night.** And with a 
friendly pat on her arm he sent her upstairs. 

After Heath had given Miss O’Brien the necessary 
instructions, we left &e house and walked toward First 
Avenue. 

"Good God, Vance!** said Markha^n huskily. We’ve 
got to move quickly. That child’s story opens 4ip new 
and frightful possibilities." 

"Couldn’t you get a commitment for the old woman 
to some sanatorium to-morrow, sir ? '* asked Heath. 

"On what grounds? It’s a pathological case, pure 
and simple. We haven't a scrap of evidence.** 

"1 shouldn't attempt it, in any event," interpo^ 
Vance. "We mustn’t be hasty. There are several con- 
clusions to be drawn from Ada’s story; and if the thing 
that all of us is thinking should be wrong, we*d only 
make matters worse a false move. We might delay 
the slaughter for the time being; but we’d learn nbt|yi||g. 
And our only hope is to find out — some way-rnmat’s 
at the bottom of this atrocious business^' ' "'"iA 
"Yeh? And how are we going to do that, Mr. Vanoif^' 
Heath spoke with despair. 

*'l dm*t know now. But the Greene hontaMId j|l 
safe for to-night, anyway; and that gives us 
time. I think 1*11 have another talk with Voh 
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l)oiet(yrs---e^^ the ybn&ger ones— are ipt to give 
snap diagnoses." ^ 

li^It can certainly do no harm." agreed Markham. 
" And it might bring fortt something suggestive. When 
will you tackle him ? " * 

Heath had hailed a taxicab, and ^ere headed 
down-town along Third Avdhue. 

Vance was gazing out of the window. 

*• Why not at once ? " Suddenly his mood had changed. 
"Here we are in the Fofties. And tea-time I What 
could be mor^opportune ? " 

He leaned over and gave the chauffeur an order. 
In a few minutes the taxicab drew up to the kerb before 
Von Blon'^brown-stene residence. 

The doctor j-eceived us apprehensively 
" N^jjlthing wrong. 1 hope ? " asked, trying t(f read 
onr faces. 

"Oh, no," Vance answered easily. "We were passing 
and thought we*d drop in for a dish of tea and a mediced 
<ibat." 

« Von Blon studied him with a slight suspicion. 

"Very well. You gentlemen shall have both." He rang 
for his man. " Bu^ 1 can do even better. I've some old 
Amontillado sherry " 

* * My word ! " Vance bowed ceremoniously and turned 
to Markham. " You see how fortune favours her punctual 
children?" « 

The wine was brought and carefully decanted. 
Vanoe,took up his glass and sipp^ it. One would 
have thoti^ht. hrom his manner, that nothing in the 
world at that moment was as important as the quality 
of the wine. 


"Ah, my dear doctor," he remarked, with some 
ostmtation, "the blender on the sunny Andalusian.. 
^liC^iiB unquestionably had many rare and valuable 
with which to glorify this vintage. There was 
need for fl&e additi^ of vino dulce that year; but, 
the Spaniards alwa^ sweeten their wine, probably 
"tfmiiae tlm Engli^ object to the slightest dryness, 
-Xfi4 It'ft the English, you know, who bi^ all the best 
11^ have always loved their ^idieniSHmii^ 
^ijLiBSlqr a Ba^ bard has immortalised it in 
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Ben Jonsod sang its praises, and so did Tom Moore 
and 13yron.\ But it was Shakespeare — ^an ardent lover 
of sherry himself — ^who penned the greatest and 'most 
passionate panegyric to it. You remember Falstaff's 
apostrophe? — ‘It ascends me -into the brain; dries 
mo there all the foolish and dull and crudy vapours 
wliiqh enviroii it; makes it apprehensive, quick, forgetive, 
full "of nimble, fiery and electable shapes. • . .' Sherry, 
you pioocibly know, doctor, was once regarded as a 
cure for gout and other malaises of faulty metabolism." 

I To paused and put down his glass. 

"I wonder that you haven’t prcscribctf this delicious 
sherry for Mrs. Greene long ago. I'm sure she would 
serve you with a writ of conhscation if she knew you 
Lad it." 

"I'fee fact is," Von Blon returned, ' I once took 
her a bottle, and she gave it to Cliestcr. She c&csn't 
care for wine. 1 renuimber my father's telling me she 
objected violently to her husband's well-stocked cellar." 

“Your father died, did he not, b(*forc Mrs. Greeud 
became paral 3 \sed?" Vance asked incuriously, 

"Yes — about a 3 Tar." 

" And was yours the only diagnosis made of her case ^ " 

Von Bion looked at him wdth an air of gentle surprise. 

"Yes. I saw no necessity of calling in any of the 
bigwigs. The symptoms were clear-cut and conformed 
with the anatimesis. Furthermore, every thin^g since then 
lias confirmed my diagnosis." 

"And yet doctor" — Vance spoke with great deference 
■ — "something has occurred which, from the layman's 
jjoint of view, tends to cast doubt on the accuracy of 
that diagnosis. Therefore, I feel sure you will forgive 
me when I ask you quite frankly if it w^ould not be 
l>ossible to place another, and perhaps less serious, 
iiiterpretalioii on Mrs. Greene's invalidism," 

Von Blon appeared greatly puzzled. 

"There is," he said, "not the slightest possibility 
that Mrs. Greene is suffering -from any disease other 
than an organic paralysis of both legs — ^a paraplegia, 
ill fact, of the entire lower part of the bodj^^." 

" If you were to sec Mrs. Greene move her legs, what 
would be your mental reaction ? " 
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Von Blon staced at him incredulously, Th^n he forced 
a laugh. 

“My mental reaction? €*d know my liver was out of 
order, and that I was having hallucinations/' 

“ And if you know yafcir liver was functioning perfectly 
— then what ? “ 

“I'd immediately bcGK»mc a devemt' believer in 
miracles." 

Vance smiled pleasantly. 

“I sincerely hope it won't come to that. And yet 
so-callcd therapeutic miracles have happened/’ 

“I’ll admit that medical history is tilled with what 
the uninitiated call miraculous cures. Hut there is soiiiicf 
pathology beneath all of them, in Mrs. Greene's cast*, 
however,*! can see no loophole for error. If she should 
move her Ifgs, it wtmld controvert all Uic kuo^n laws 
of pHy biology." 

“Hy the by, doctor' 

abruptly — “are you familiar with Briigcliuanu’s *Uebcr 
hysterisclic Djiramerzustiindo' ? " 

“No — 1 can’t say that I am/' 

“Or with Scluvarzwald's 'Ueber Hystero-Paralyso 
und Somnambuhsmus ' ? " 

Von Blon hesitated, and his eyc.s were focused intently 
like those of a man who is tliiiiking rapidly. 

“I knew Schwarzwaid, of course," he answered, 
“But I’m ignoraut^f the particular work you men- 
tion. . , Slowly^ look of amazement dawned on 
his face. “Good heavens! You're not trying to connect 
the subjects of these books with Mrs. Greene's condition, 
are you? " 

“If I were to tell you that both of these books are 
in the Greene mansion, what would j^ou say ? " 

“I'd say their presence is no more relevant to the 
situation there than w'ould be a copy of 'Die Leiden* 
dcs jungen Werther' or Heine’s ' Komanzero.' 

“I'm sorry#! can't agree with you," returned Vanco 
f^litcly. “They are cijrtainly relevant to our investiga- 
tion, and I had hoped you might be able to explain 
the connection/' 

Von Bloa appeared to ponder the matter, his face 
the picture of ^qdexity. 
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wish^I could help you/' he said, after several 
moments. Then he glanced up quickly; a new light 
had come into his eyes. “Fermit me to suggest, sir, 
that you are labouring under a misapprehension as to 
the correct scientific connotaticU of the words in the 
titles of these two books. I have had occasion to do 
considerable heading along psycho-analytic lines; and 
both ‘Freud and Jung use the terms ‘ Somnambulis- 
mus* and ' D&mmerzustande* in an entirely diiferent 
sense from our common use of the terms 'somnambu- 
lism' and 't^vilight sleep.* * Somnambulismus/ in the 
terminology of psychopathology and abnohnal ps3who- 
‘logy is employed in connection with ambivalence and 
dual personality: it designates the actions of the sub- 
merged, or subconscious, self in cases of aphasia, amnesia, 
and thft like. It does not refer to one's waliiing in one’i» 
sleep. For instance, in psychic hysteria where oneSoses 
one's memory and adopts a new personality, the subject 
is called a ' Somnanibule* It is the same as what the 
ncws^iapers commonly refer to as an * amnesia victim.* 
lie rose and went to a bookcase. After a few moments' 
search he took down several volumes. 

“Here we have, for example, an old monograph 
by Freud and Breuer, vrritten in 1893 and entitled 
'Ueber den psychischen Mechanismus der hysterischen 
Phenomene.' If you care to take the trouble to read 
it, you will sec that it is an exposi^ien of the supplication 
of the term * Somnambulismus* ‘to certain temporary 
neurotic derangements. And here also is Freud's 
' Traumdeutung,' published in 1894, in which this-* termin- 
ology is explained and amplified. In addition to these, I 
have here ‘Nervdse AngstzustSnde,* by Stekel, who, 
though he leads one of the most important schisms in 
the Freudian school, uses the same nomenclature in refer- 
Aiing to split personality." He laid the three books on tiie 
table before Vance. “You may take them along if 
you like. They may throw some light onithe quandary 
you are in." * 

*' You are inclined to believe, then, that both Schwartz- 
wald and Bnigelmann refer to waking psychic states 
rather than the more common ty^ of somnam- 
bulism?" 
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Yes, I am inclined to that belief. I kncft^ Schwarz 
wald was a former lecturer at the Psychopatischcs 
Institut, in constant contact with Freud and his teach- 
ings. But. as I told you, 1 am not familiar with either 
of the books." 

"How would you account for the term 'hysteria' 
in both titles ? " 

"Its presence there is in no way contradictory. 
Aphasia, amnesia, aphonia — and often ancAmia and 
apncea — are symptoms •►of hysteria. And hysterical 
paralysis is quite common. There are many cases of 
paralytics ^o have been unable to move a muscle 
for years, as a result of sheer hysteria." • 

"Ah, exactly 1" Vance picked up his glass and 
drained ft. "That' brings me to a rather unusual re- 
quest I deske to make. — As you know, the pagers are 
waxing severe in their criticl^in of the police and the 
District Attorney's office, and are accusing of negligence 
everyone connected with the investigation of the Greene 
case. Therefore Mr. Markham has decided that it might 
be advisable for him to possess a report of Mrs. Greene's 
physical condition which would carry the very highest 
expert authority. And I was going to suggest that, merely 
as a matter of formal routine, we get such a report from, 
let us say. Doctor Felix Oppenheiiner."* 

Von Blon did not speak for several minutes. He sat 
toying nervously w^h his glass, his eyes fixed with mtont 
calculation on Van^ 

"It might bo well for you to have the report," he 
acceded at last, "if only to dispel your own doubts 
on the subject. — No, I have no objection to the plan. 
1 will be very glad to make the arrangements." 

Vance rose. 

"That's very generous of you, doctor. But I must 
urge you to attend to it without delay." ^ 

"I understand perfectly. I will get in touch with 
Doctor Oppsnheimer in the morning and explain to 
him the official charaoter of the situation. I'm sure he 
will exjpedite matters," 

* Dodor Felix Oppeoheimer was then the leadins suthority on pardydi fa 
Amecka. He has suoe retunied to Gennany, when he now holda the chair af 
acorolosy at the Univeiaitf of Fkdhuzf. 
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When wi* T^erc again in the taxicab Markham gave 
voice to his perplexity. 

"Von Blon strikes me as^a particularly able and 
trustworthy man. And yet he has obviously gone woe- 
fully astray in regard to Mrs. Oh-ecne's illness. I fear 
he's in for a shock when he hears what Oppenheimer 
has to say aft*«r'the examinatfem." 

know, Markham," said Vance sombrely, "I'll 
feel infinitely buck€;d if \vc succeed in getting that report 
from Op])ciihcimer." • 

" Succeed I What do you mean ? " 

"'Fon my word, I don't know what I mfcan. I only 
‘Know that there's a black terrible intrigue of some 
kind going on at the Greene house. And wc don't yet 
know who's back of it. But it's someone who's "watching 
us, wh^ knows every move wc make, and ks thw’arting 
us at every turn," ' ^ 


Chapter XX The Fourth Tragedy 

(Thursday, December 2nd: forenoon) 

The following da3’ was one that wrill*cver remain in 
iny memory. Despite the fact that Avhat happened 
hud been forcFcen by all of us, nevertheless when it 
actually came it left us as completely stunned as if 
it had been wholly unexjiecled. Indaed, the very horror 
that informed our anticipation tciided to intensify the 
enormity of the event. 

Tlic day broke dark and threatening. A damp chill 
was in the air; and the leaden skies clung close to file 
earth with suffocating menace. The weather was like a 
S3'mbol of our gloomy spirits. 

Vance rose early, and, though he said little, I knew^ 
fthc case was preying on his mind. After breakfast he 
sat before the lire for over an hour sipping his coffee and 
smoking. Then he made an attempt toonterest him- 
self in an old French edition of 'Till Ulcnspiegel," but, 
failing, took down volume seven of Osier's "Modem 
Medicine" and turned to Buzzard's article on myelitis. 
For an hour he read with despairing concentration^ 
At last he returned the book to the shelves. 
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At half past eleven Markham telephoned! to inform 
us that he was leaving the office immediately for the 
Greene mansion and would stop en route to pick us up. 
He refused to say more, and hung up^ the receiver 
abruptly. 

It wanted ten minutes of being noon when he arrived; 
and his expression of grim^rJjscouragomcfit told us more 
phihily than wonis that another tragedy had occifrred. 
\Ve had on our coats in readiness and accompjnied him 
at once to the car. • 

** And wlio is it this time? ” asked Vance, as wc swung 
into l^irk A^^nue. 

“Ada.” Markham spoke bitterly througli his teeth.® 

“I was afraid of tluit, after wha< she told us yester- 
day. — With poison, I suppose.” 

“Yes — lh<f morpluno.” ^ 

“Still ii‘s an easier death tlltin strychnine -poisoning.” 

“ She's not dead, thank God ! ” said Markham. “That 
is, she was still alive when Heath 'phoned.” 

“Heath? Was he at tlie house?” 

“No. The nurse notified him at the Homicide 
Bureau, and he 'plioned me from there. He’ll probably 
be at the Greenes' when wc arrive,” 

“You say she isn’t dead?” 

“Dmmm — he's tlie ollicial police surgeon Moran 
stationed in the Narcoss h'lats — got there immediately, 
and liad managed keep her alive up to the time the 
nurse 'phoned.” 

“Sprool’s signal worked all right, then?” 

“Apparently. And 1 want to say, Vance, that I'm 
datllned grateful to you for that suggestion to have a 
doctor on hand.” 

When we arrived at the Grccnc mansion Heath, who 
bad been watching for us, oi)oncd th<j door. 

“She ain't dead,” he greeted us in a stage whisper;f 
and then drew us into the reception-room to explain 
his secretive inaiiner. “Nobody in tlie house except 
Sproot and O'Brien knows about this poisoning yet. 
Sproot found her, and then pulled doivn all the front 
curtains in this room — ^which was the signal agreed 
on. When Doc Drumm hopped across 5:proot was wait- 
ing with the door open, and took him upstairs without 
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anybody O^oing him. Tho doc sent for O'Brien, and 
after they'd worked on the girl for a while he told her to 
notify the Bureau. They're (both up in the room now 
with the dooT^ locked." 

"You did right in keeping the^hing quiet," Markliam 
told him. "If Ada recovers we can hush it up and 
perhaps learvt something frojo her." 

"Tnat's what I was thinking, sir. I told Sproot 
I'd wring his scrawny neck if he sjulled anything to 
anybody." 

"And," added Vance, "he bowed politely and said 
'Yes, sir.*" • 

' "Yon bet yonr life he did!" 

"WTiere is the rest of the household at present?" 
Markham asked. 

"Mifs Sibclla's in her room. She had 4)reakfa3t in 
bed at half-past ten and* told the maid she was going 
back to sleep. The old lady's also avsleep. The maid 
and the cook are in the back of the house somewhere." 

"Has Von Blon been here this morning?" put in 
Vfincc. 

' ‘ Sure he's been here — he comes regular. O'Brien said 
he called at ten, sat with the old lady at out an hour, and 
then went away." 

"And he hasn't been notified about the morphine?" 

"What's the use? Drumm's a good doctor, and Von 
Blon might blab about it to Sibellg^fOr somebody.'* 

"Quite right." Vance nodded ms approval. 

We re-entered the hall and divested ourselves of our 
wraps. 

"While we're waiting for Doctor Drumm," said 
Markham, "we might as well find out what Sproot 
knows." 

We went into the drawing-room, and Heath yanked 
fjdie bell-cord. The old butler came directly and stood 
before us without the slightest trace of emotion. His 
imperturbability struck me as inhuman. ^ 

Markham beckoned him to come nearer, 

"Now, Sproot, tell us exactly what took place." . 

"I was in the kitchen resting, air — the man's voice 
was as wooden as usual — ^"and I was just looking at the 
dock and thinking 1 would resume my duties, the 
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bell of Miss Ada's room rang. Each bdl, ^om under- 
stand, sir " 

"Never mind that! VWiat time was it?" 

" It was exactly eleven o’clock. And, |is I said. Miss 
Ada's bell rang. I weat right upstairs and knocked on 
^ her door; but, as there was no answer, I took the liberty 
of opening it and looking into the room.* Miss Ada was 
lying on the bed; but it was not a natural attitu&e — ^if 
you understand what 1 moan. And then 1 Noticed a 
very peculiar thing, sir.* Miss Sibella’s little dog was 
on the bed " 

"Was theft a chair or stool by the bed ? " interrupted 
Vance. 

"Yes, sir, I believe there was. An ottoman.” 

"So tlSe dog could have climbed on the bed un- 
assisted?” 

"0h, yes, sir.” 

"Very good. Continue.” 

"Well, the dog was on the bed, and he looked like he 
was standing on his hind legs playing with the bell-cord. 
But the peculiar thing was that his hind legs were on 
Miss Ada’s face, and she didn’t seem to even notice it. 
Inwardly I was a bit startled ; and I went to the bed and 
picked up the dog. Then I discovered that several 
threads of the silk tassel on the end of the cord had got 
caught between his teeth; and — ^would you believe it, 
sir? — ^it him whi^ad really rung Miss Ada's bell. . . .” 

" Amazin',” murmured Vance. " What then, Sproot ? ” 

" I shook the young lady, although I had little hope of 
waking her after Miss Sil^lla's dog had been trampling 
over her face without her knowing it. Then I came 
downstairs and drew the curtains in the reception-room 
as I had been instructed to do in case of an emergency. 
When the doctor arrived 1 showed him to Miss Ada's 
room.” 

" And that’s all you know ? ” 

"Ever 3 rthii!g, sir.” 

"Thank you, Sproof.” Markham rose impatiently. 
"And now you might let Doctor Drumm know that we 
are here.” 

It was the nurse, however, who came to the drawing- 
romn afewminutes later. She was a medium-sized, weU- 
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built womfen of thirty-five, with“*shrewd brown eyes, a 
thin mouth, and a firm chin, and a general air of com- 
petency. She greeted Ilcath with a companionable wave 
of the hand jind lx)wcd to the rest of us with aloof 
formality. e 

“Doc Drumm can’t leave his patient just now," she 
informed us,» stiating h<rrselfo “So he sent me along/ 
He'lflx) down presently." 

“And \vhal’s the report?" Markham was still stand- 
ing. 

“She'll live, T guess. WeVc been giving her passive 
exercise and artificial breathing for half an^iour, and the 
'doc hopes to have her walking iKjforc long." 

Markham, his nervousness somewhat abated, sat down 
again. 

“Tejl us all you can. Miss O’Brien. W^ns there any 
evidence as to how the poison was administered 

“Nothing but an empty bouillon cup." The woman 
was ill at Ccisc. “I guess you’ll find remains of morphine 
in it, all right." 

“Why tio you think the drug was given by means of 
the bouillon ? " 

She liesitatcd and shot II(\uth an un'^asy look. 

“It's this way. I always bring a cup of bouillon to 
Mrs. Greene a little bc'fore eleven in the morning; and if 
Miss Ada’s around I bring two cups — that’s the old lady's 
orders. This morning the girl w^,i.n the room when I 
went down to the kitchen, so I &ought up two cups. 
But Mrs. Greene w’as alone when 1 returned, so I gave 
the old lady hers and put the other cup in M'ss Ada's 
room on the table by the bed. Then I went into the hall 
to call her. She was downstairs — in the living-room, I 
guess. Anyhow, she came up right away, and, as I had 
some mending to do for Mrs. Greene, I went to my room 
9 on the third floor. . . 

“Therefore," interpolated Markham, "the bouillon 
was on Miss Ada’s table unprotected for z minute or so 
after you had left the room and before Miss Ada came 
up from the lower hall." 

" It wasn't over twenty seconds. And 1 was right out- 
side the door all the time. Furthermore, the dmr was 
■open, and I'd have heard anyone in the room.'' The 
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woman was obvfoosly defending herscK desperately 
against the imputation of negligenccinMarkham'sremark, • 

Vance put the next question. 

"Did you see anyone else in the hall besides Miss 
Ada?" ♦ 

"No one except Doctor Von Blon. Ho was in the 
lower hall getting into liis coat when 4 ‘ailed down.” 

" Did he leave the house at once ? " 

" VVliy — yes." 

"You actually saw iTim pass through the door?” 

*‘No-o. But he w’as putting on his coat, and he had 
said good-bye to Mrs. Grteiie and me. . . 

"When?” 

"Not two minutes before. 1 u met him coming otit of 
Mrs. Greene's door just as I brought in the bouillon." 

“And Miss Sibclla’s dog — did you nolue it the hall 
anj^where ? " 

"No; it wasn’t around when I w^as there.” 

Vance lay back drowsily in his chair, and Markhvim 
again took up the inUTrogation, 

" How long did you remain in your room, Miss O'Brien, 
after you had called Miss Ada ? " 

"Until iho*butler came and told me that Doctor 
Driimin wanted mo." 

"And how much later would you say that was?" 

"About twenty minutes — m;tyl>e a little longer." 

Markham smoijied j'KJiisivcly a while. 

"Yos," he commented at length; "it plainly appears 
that the moridiiiu* w'as somehow added to tlic bouillon. 
You'd better return to Doctor Drumm now, Missf% 
O'Brien. We’ll wait here for him." ^ 

"Hclll" growled Heath, after the nurse had gone 
upstairs. "She's the host woman for this sort of a job 
that wt’vc got. And now she goes and falls down on it." 

"I wouldn't say she'd fallen dow'n exactly, Sergeant^* 
dissented Vance, liis eyes fixed dreamily on the ceiling. 
"After all, ^he only stepped into the hall for a few 
seconds to summon 4he young lady to her matutinal 
broth. And if the morphine hadn't found its way into 
the bouillon this morning it w^oiild have done so to* 
morrow, or the day after, or some time in the future.^ 
In fact, the propitious gods may actually have favoured^ 



ao6 THE GREENE MURDER CASE 

r 

US this morning as they did the Gxecian host before 
the walls of Troy." 

**'fhey will have favoured n?/' observed Markham, 
"if Ada recovers and can tell us who visited her room 
before she drank the bouillon." 

The silence that ensued was terminated by the entrance 
of Doctor Drupn, a youthfuj earnest man with an 
aggress^e bearing. He sank heavily into a chair and 
wiped his face with a large silk handkerchief. ^ 

" She's pulled through," he announced. “ I happened 
to be standing by the window looldng out — sheer chance 
—when I saw the curtains go down — saw «.'em before 
lijiinessey* did. I grabbed up my bag and the pulmotor, 
and was over here in a jiffy. The butler w£ls waiting at 
the door, and took me upstairs. Queei crab, that butler. 
The girl was lying across the bed, and it didn^t take bilt 
one look^to see that I 'wasn’t dealing with strychnipe. 
No spasms or sweating or risus sardonicus, you under- 
stand. Quiet and peaceful ; shallow breathing ; cyanosis. 
Morphine evidently. Then 1 looked at her pupils. Pin- 
points. No doubt now. So 1 sent for the nurse and got 
busy." 

"A close call?" asked Markham. , 

"Close enough." The doctor nodded imf)ortantly. 
"You can't tell what would have happened if somebody 
hadn't got to her in a hurry. 1 figured slic'd got all six 
grains that were lost, and gave her ^ood stiff hypo of 
atropine — sl fiftieth. It reacted like a shot. Then I 
Swashed her stomach out with potassium permanganate. 
j^llHtcr that I gave her artificial respiration — she didn't 
seem to need it, but I wasn’t taking any chances. Then 
the nurse and 1 got busy exercising her anns and legs, 
trying to keep her awake. Tough work, that. Hope I 
don't get pneumonia sweating tliere with the windows 
ail open. . . . Well, so it went. Her breathing kept 
getting better, and 1 gave her another hundredth of 
atropine for good measure. At last 1 magged to get 
her on her feet. The nurse is waJ^^ing her up and down 
now." He mopped his face again with a triumphant 
flourish of the handkerchief. 

* Henneney was the detective stationed in the Narooss Flats to watob As 
Gieene uansioB. 
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•'We're greatly indebted to you, doctor/' said Mark- 
ham. "It's quite possible you have been the means of 
solving this case. When will we be able to question 
your patient?." ♦ 

“She'll be loggy^and nauseated all day — ^kind of 
general collapse, 3'ou understand, witli^painful breathing, 
drowsiness, headache, and that sort bf thingj— no fit 
condition to ansurer questions. But to-mor^w morning 
you'll Be able to talk tq her as much as you like." 

“That will be satisfactory. And what of the bouillon 
cup the nprse mentioned?" 

“It tasted bitter — morphine, all right." , 

As Drumm finished speaking Sj)root passed down the 
hall to the front door. A moment later Von Blon paused 
at the archwa^^ and looked into the drawing-room. The 
strained sncnce which followed the exchange o^ greetings 
cAised him to study us with growing alarm. 

“Has anything happened?" he finally asked. 

It was Vance who rose and, with quick decision, 
assumed the r61e of spokesman. 

“ Yes, doctor. Ada has been poisoned with morj:)hine. 
Doctor Drumm here happened to be in the Narcoss Flats 
opposite and was called in." 

“And Sibclla — is she all right?" Von Blon spoke 
excitedly. 

“Oh, quite." 

A reLjvcd sig?h escaped him, and he sank into a 
chair. A 

“Tell me about it. When was the — the murder disS 
covered?" 

Drumm was about to correct him when Vance said 
quickly : 

“Immediately after you left the house this morning 
The poison was administered in the bouillon the nurse 
brought from the kitchen." * ' 

“But . . . how could that be?" Von Blon appeared 
unbelievlnjf “I w'as just going when she brought the 
bouillon. I saw h^ enter with it. How could the 
poison ?" 

•' That reminds me, doctor." Vance's tone was almc»st 
dulcet. “Did you, by any hap, go upstairs agsun aiicr 
you had donned your coat? " 
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Von Blon Iboked at him with outraged astonishment. 

•'Certainly not! I left the house immediately/' 

" That would have been jusf after the nurse called 
down to Ada." 

"Wliy — ^ycs. I believe the nnrsf did call down; and 
Ada went upstairs at once — ^if I recall correctly." 

Vance smoked, ti moment, hij> gaze resting curiously 
on the fioctor's troubled face. 

" I would^suggest, without any intention of being im- 
pertinent, that your x^resent visit follows rather closely 
upon your former 

Von Blon's face clouded over, but I failed! to detect 
any resentment in his expression. 

"Quite true," he rejoined, and shifted his eyes. "The 
fact is, sir, tliat ever since those drugs disappeared from 
my case i^^ve felt that somctliing tragic was ilVipending, 
and that I w'as in some way fo blame. Whenever I 'min 
this ncighbourliood T can't resist the imi)ulsc to call here 
and — and see how things arc going." 

"Your anxiety is wholly understandable." Vance's 
tone was non-committal. Then he added negligently: 
"1 suppose you will have no objection to Doctor Drumni 
continuing with Ada’s Ccise." * 

"Continuing?" Von Blon brought himself up straight 
in his chair. " I don't understand. You said a moment 


"That Ada had been poisoned /> finished Vance. 
"Quite. But d'ye sec, she didn't die." 

The other looked dumbfounded. 

" Thank God for that ! " he exclaimed, rising ncr\ously 
"And," added Markham, "wo arc making no mention 
whatever of the episode. You will, therefore, be guided 
by our decision." 

"Of course. — And is it x>ermitted that I see Ada?" 
‘^'larkhani hesitated, and Vance answered : 

"If you care to — certainly." He turned to Drumm, 
"Will you be so good as to accompany J^octor Von 
Blon?" 

Drumm and Von Blon left the room together. 

" I don't wonder he's on edge," commented Markham. 
"It's not pleasant to learn of people being poisoned with 
drugs lost through one's own carelessness." 
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•'He wasn’t worrying as much over Ada air^ne was over 
Sibella,*' remarked Heath. 

"Observin' folia 1" smiled Vance. "No, Sergeant; 
Ada's demise apparently bothered him^far less than 
Sibella's possible stat% of health. . . . Now, I wonder 
^ what that means. It*s an inveiglin' point. But — dash 
it all — ^it everts my pet tUcory." • % 

' ' So you have a thcor>^" Mai kham spoke rebuTAngly . 

"Oh, any number of 'em. And, I might adfl, they’re 
all pets." Vance’s lightdess of tone meant merely that 
he was not ready to outline his suspicions; and Markham 
did not push*tiie matter. 

"We won't need any theories," dixlarcd Heath, ‘ aftef 
We’ve heard what Ada's got to tell us. 7\s soon as sl-e 
talks to us to-moriow we’li ho able to figure out who 
poisoned he A" 

"i^erhaps," murmured Vaifte. 

Hrusnni returned alone a few minute.-; later. 

"Hoc tor Von Bloii has stepj)cd into the ithcr girl’s 
room. Said he'd bo down right away." 

"Wiat did he have to say about your patient?" 
aslwcd Vance. 

• ' Nolhi ng m udi . She put new energy into her wvJ 1: ing 
the minute she saw him. though. Sin i led at him. too, by 
Jove! A good sign that. She’ll come through fast. 
Lot of resistance in her." 

Druram had hai^lly ceased speaking when we heard 
Sibella’s door close and the sound of descending loot- 
steps on the stairs. 

“By -^^he by, doctor," said Vance to Von Blon as the 
latter re-entered the drawing-room, "have you se<n 
Oppfmheimer yet ? " 

"I saw him at eleven. The fact is, I went direct to 
him after leaving here this morning. He has agreed to 
make an examination to-morrow at ton o'clock." # 

"And was Mrs. Greene agreeable ? " 

"Oh, yes. •! spoke to her about it this morning; and 
she made no objection Whatever." 

A short while later we took our departure. Von Blcn 
accompanied us to the gate» and we saw him drive off in 
his car. 

" We'll know more by this time to-morrow, I hope/* 
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said Markbam the way down-Luwu. m was uu- 
wontedly depre&ed, and his ^es vrere greatly troubled. 
"You know, Vance, I'm almost appalled by tne thought 
of what Oppcaheimer’s report may be." 

No report was ever made bye Doctor Oppenheimer, 
however. At some time between one and two the next < 
morning Mrs.* Greene died in^convulsions as a result of 
stryenniqf poisoning. 


Chapter XXI A Depleted ii.d 

(Friday, December yrd; forenoon) 

• / 

Markham brought us the news of Mrs. Greene's death 
before li^n o’clock the morning. The \ragedy had 
not been discovered until nine, when the nurse blight 
up her patient’s morning lea. Heath had notiiied Mark- 
ham, and Markham had stopped on his way to the Greene 
mansion to apprise Vance of the new development. 
Vance and I had already breakfasted, and we accom- 
panied him to the house. 

"This knocks out our only prop,*''’ Markham said 
despondently, as we sped up Madison Avenue. "Tht' 
possibility that the old lady was guilty was frightful to 
contemplate; though all along I’ve been trying to console 
myself with the thought tliat she wasi^nsanc. Now, how - 
ever, I almost wish our suspicions had proved true, for 
the possibilities that are left seem even more terrible. 
We're dealing now with a cold-blooded, calculating 
rationality." 

Vance nodded. 

"Yes, we're confronted with something far worse than 
mani ^^ I can’t say, though, that I'm deeply shocked by 
*Mrs.NSteene's death. She was a detestable woman, 
Markham--a most detestable woman. The world wiU 
not bemoan her loss." 

Vance's comment expressed Exactly the sentiment 
I had felt when Markham informed us of Mis. Greene's 
death. The news had of course idiaken me, but I had no 
pity for the victim. She had been vicious and unnatural ; 
^e had thrived on hatred, and had made life a hdl for 
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everyone about tier. It was better that bi^ existence 
was over. 

Both Hejath and Drum^i were waiting for us in the 
drawing-room. Excitement and depression were mingled 
in the Sergeant's countenance, and the desperation of 
despair shone in his cllina-blue eyes. Drumni revealed 
•only a look of profossioi|^l disap[)ointyij 5 iit : his chief 
concern apparently was that ho had been deprived pf an 
opportunity to display his medical skill. 

Heath/aftcr shaking hands absently, briefly expnuned 
the situation. 

"O'Brien ftnind the old claine dead at nine this morn- 
ing, and told Sproot to wigwag to Doc Drumm. Tlion. 
she 'phoned the Bureau, and I notified you and Doc 
Doremus.# 1 got here fifteen or twenty minutes ago, and 
locked up thy room." 

"Did you inform Von Blor,?" Markham ask(Al. 

"I 'phoned him to call off the examination he'd ar- 
ranged for ten o’clock. Said I’d communicate with him 
later, and hung u]) before he had time to ask any ques- 
tions." 

Markham indicated his approval and turned towards 
Drumm. „ 

"Give us your story, doctor." 

Drumm drew himself up, cleared his throat, and 
assumed an attitude calculated to be impressive, 

"I was downstajfs in the Karccss dining-room eating 
breakfast Svheii Hennesey came in and told me the cur- 
tains had gone down in tlie reception-room here. So I 
snatched my outfit and came over on the run. The 
butler ti)ok me to the old lady's room, where the nurse 
was waiting. But right away I saw I was too late to be 
of any good. She w'as dead — contorted, blue and cold — 
and rigor mortis had set in. Died of abig dose of strychnine. 
Probably didn't suffer mfLch—exhaustion and coi|p|iame^ 
inside of half an hour, I'd say. Too old, you undmtand, 
to throw it oJ^ Old people succumb to strychnine pretty 
swiftly. . . ^ 

"What about her aubility to cry out and give the 
slarm?" 

"You can't tell. The spasm may have rendered her 
mute. Anyway, no one heard her. Probably passed 
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into unconsciousness after the first seizure. My ex* 

perience with such cases has taught me ” 

• What time would you say the strychnine was taken ? " 

no^you can't tell exactly/' Drumm became 
oracular. “Tlie convulsions have been prolonged 
before death super v^cned, or death may have supers* 
vened very s]portly after theipoison was swallowed." * 

" M what hour, then, would you fix the time of death ? " 

"Ther^ again 5^ou can't say definitely. Confusion 
between rigor mortis and the phonomonon of cadaveric 
spasm is a pitfall into which many doctors fall. There 

are, however, distinct points of dissimilaaity " 

• "No doubt." Markham was growing impatient with 
Drumm's sophomoric pedantries. "But leaving all ex- 
planation to one side, what time 'do you think Mrs. 
Greene died ? " 

Druifim pondered the pt)int. 

"Roughly, lot us say, at two this moriinig. 

"And the strychnine might have been taken as early 
as eleven or twelve?" 

"It's possible." 

"Anyhow, well know about it when Doc Doreintis 
gets here," asserted Heath wdth brutcU frankness, lio 
was in vicious mood that morning. 

"Did you find any glass cr cup by which the drug 
might have been administered, doctor?" Markham 
hastened to ask, by way of covering *ip Heath's remark 

"There was a glass near the bod with what appeared 
to be sulphate crj’^stals adhering to the sides of it." 

"But w'oiildn't a fatal dose of strychnine make a 
ordin'ry drink noticeably bitter ? " A'ance had suddenly 
become alert. 

"Undoubtedly. But there was a bottle of citrocar- 
bonate — a well-known antacid — on the night-table; and 
^f the drug had been taken with this, the taste would not 
have been detected. Citrocarbonate is slightly saline 
and highly effervescing." ^ 

"Could Mrs. Greene have taicen the citrocarbonate 
alone?" 

"It's not likely. It has to be carefully mixed with 
water, and the operation would be highly awkward for 
anyone in bed." 
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"Now, that's most interestin'." Vailce listlessly 
lighted a cigarette. "We may presume, therefore, that 
the person who gave Mr#. Greene the citrocarbonate also 
administered the strychnine." He tumipd to Markham* 
"I think Miss O'Bricyii might be able to help us." 

Heath went at once and summoned the nurse. 

But her evidence waf unilluminatirfg She had left 
Mrs. Grc'cne reading about eleven o'clock, had gone to 
her own room to make her toilet for the nigdt, and had 
returned to Ada's roomlialf an hour later, where she had 
slept all night, according to Heath's instructions. She 
had risen sft eight, dressed, and gone to the Idtchen to 
fetch Mrs. Greene's tea. As far as she knew, Mrs. Grec*ito 
had drunk nothing before retiring — certainly she had 
tu.ken nb citrocarlxmate up to eleven o'clock. Further- 
more, Mrs.* Greene never attempted to take it alone. 

* You think, then," askeef Vance, "that it was given 
to her by someone else? " 

"You can bank on it," the nurse assured him bluntly. 
" If she'd wanted it, she'd have raised the house befoto 
mixing it herself." 

"It's quite obvious," Vance observed to Markham, 
"that somtxmc entenxi her room after eleven o'clock 
and prepared the citrocarbonate." 

Markliam got up and walked anxiously about the 
room. 

"Our immediate problem boils down to finding out 
who had the opportunity to do it," he said. " You, Miss 
O'Brien, may retum to her room. . . Then he went 
to the bell-cord and rang for Sproot. 

During a brief interrogation of the butler the following 
facts were brought out ; 

The house had been locked up, and Sproot had retired, at 
about half-past ten. # 

Sibella had gone to her room immediately after dinner 
and' had renmined there. 

Hemming and the c^k had lingered in tlic kitchen until 
shortly after eleven, atwhich time Sproot had heard them 
ascend to their rooms. 

The first intimation Sproot had of Mrs. Greene's death was 
when the nurse sent him to draw the reception-room ^ades 
at nine IMt morning. 
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Markham "dismissed him and sent for the cook. She 
ivas, it appeared, unaware of Mrs. Greene’s death and of 
Ada’s poisoning as well; and ^hat evidence she had to 
give was of no importance. She had, she said, been in 
the kitchen or in her own room practically all of the pre- 
ceding day. 

Hemming w2s*interviewed n%xt. From the nature of 
the quWi^ns put to her she became suspicious almost at 
once. Her piercing eyes narroyed, and she gave us a 
look of shrewd triumph. 

"You can’t hoodwink me,” she burst ^out. "The 
ford's been busy with His besom again. *And a good 
thing, too ! ' The Lord preserveth all them that love Him : 
but all the wicked shall He destroy.*" 

"‘Will,’” corrected Vance. *‘And seeing that you 
have be<gi so tenderly preserved, perhaps we had better 
inform you that both Miss Ada and Mrs. Greene have 
been poisoned." 

He was watching the woman closely, but it took no 
scrutiny to sec her cheeks go pale and her jaw sag. The 
Lord had evidently been too precipitously devastating 
even for this devout disciple; and her faiUi was insuffi- 
cient to counteract her fear. 

"I'm going to leave this house,” she declared faintly. 
"I’ve seen enough to bear wihiess for the Lord,” 

"An excellent idea," nodded Vance. " And the sooner 
you go the more time you'U have it give apocryphal 
testimony.” 

Hemming rose, a bit dazed, and started for the arch- 
way. Then she quickly turned back and glared al Mark- 
ham maliciously. 

"But let me tell you something before I pass from the 
den of iniquity. That Miss Sibella is the worst of the lot, 
and the Lord is going to strike her down next — ^mark my 
Irords! There's no use to try and save her. She’s— 
doomed /” 

Vance lifted his eyebrows languMly. 

"1 say Hemming, what unr]|hteousnes8 has Miss 
Sibella b^n up to now?” 

"The usual thing.” The woman ^ke with rdiah. 
*’She’8 nothing but a hussy, if you adc* me. Her carry- 
ings-on with this Doctor Von Blon have been scandalous. 
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They'» together, as thick as thieves, at alliiouis/* She 
nodded her head significantly. ** He came here again last 
night and went to her room. There's no ^telling what time 
he Icit." 

Fancy that, now. ^ And how do you nappen to know 
about it?" * 

** Didn't I let him in ? '4 • ^ 

*'Oh, you did? What time was thin? And where waa * 
Sproot?” 

“Mr. Sproot was eatiiig his dinner, and I'd gone to the 
front door to take a look at the weather when the doctor 
walks up. Howdy-do, Hemming?' he says with his 
oily smile. And he brushes past me, nervouslike, and 
goes straight to Miss Siboila's room." 

“Perhaps Miss Sibella was indisposed, and sent for 
him," suggested Vance indifferently, 

“Huh!" Hemming tossed^her head contemfltuously, 
and strode from the room. 

Vance rose at once and rang again for Sproot. 

“ Did you know Doctor Von Blon was here last night ? " 
he asked when the butler appeared. 

The man shook Ids head. 

“No, sir. I was quite unaware of the fact." 

“ That's all, Sproot. And now please tell Miss Sibella 
we'd like to see her." • 

“Yes, sir." 

It was fifteen minutes before Sibella put in an appear- 
ance. 

“I'm beastly lazy these da3rs," she explained, settling 
herself ,Jui a large chair. “What's the party for this 
morning ? " 

Vance offered her a cigarette with an air half quizzical 
and half deferential. 

“Before we explain our presence," he said, “please bo 
good enough to tell us what time Doctor Von Blon lc£^ 
here last night?" 

“At a quagter of eleven," she answered, a hostile chal- 
lenge coming into her eyes. 

"Thank you. And now I may tell you that both your 
mother and Ada have been poisoned." 

"Mother and Ada poison^ ? " She echoed the words 
vagndy, as if th^ were only half intelligible to her; and 
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lor several ifioments she sat motionless, staring stonily 
out of flintlike eyes. Slowly her gaze became flxed on 
Markham. 

"I think I’ll (take your advice,” she said. ”I have a 
girl chum in Atlantic City. . . - ^ This place is really 
becoming too — too creepy.” Slic forced a faint smile. 
"I’m off for tke'scashorc this Afternoon.” For the first 
time the girl’s nerve seemed to have deserted her. 

"Your decision is very wise,” observed V;mce. ”Go, 
by all means; and arrange to stky until we have settled 
this affair.” 

She looked at him in a spirit of indulgent 'Irony. 

"I’m afraid I can't stay so long,” she said; then 
added: "1 suppose mother and Ada are both dead.” 

"Only your mothci,” Vjmee told her. "‘Ada re- 
covered.’/ * 

" She would ! ” Every cuWe of her features expressed 
a fine arrogcant contempt. "Common clay has great 
resistance. I’ve heard. You know, I'm tlie only one 
etan<ling between h«^r and the Greene millions now.” 

"Your sister had a very close call,” Markham repri- 
manded her. "If wo had not Imcl a doctor on guard, 
you miglit now bo the sole remaining heir to those 
millions.” 

"And that would look frightiiilly suspicious, wouldn’t 
it?” Her question wjis disconcertingly frank. "Kut 
you may rest assured that if I had planned this affair, 
little Ada would not have recovered.” 

Before Markham could answer she switched herself 
out of the chair. 

"Now I’m going to pack. Enough is enough.” 

When she had left the room. Heath looked with doubt- 
ful inquisitiveness at klarkham. 

"What about it, sir? Are you going to let her leave 
tl)c city? She’s the only one of the Greenes who hasn’t 
been touched.” 

We know what he meant; and this spokui suggestion 
of the thought that had b^n pflssing through ^1 our 
minds left us silent for a moment. 

"We can’t take the chance of forcing her to stay 
here,” Markham returned finally. "If anything should 
happen. . , ” 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE 


217. 


"I get you, sir." Heath was on his feet.* "But I'm 
going to see that she's tailed — ^believe me! I'li get two 
good men up here who'll ftick to her from the time she 
goes out that front door till we know wh^e we stand," 
}Jo went into the hall, gnd we heard him giving orders to 
^ Snitkin over the lelcphonc. 

Five minutes later Doefbr Doremus afrivod. le vvas 
no longer jaunty, and his greeting was almost sofhbre. 
Accompaaied by Drumm and Heath he went onco to 
Mrs. Greene's room, while Markham and Vance and I 
v/aited downstairs. When he returned at the end of 
fifteen minutes he was ma-rkcdly subdued, and 1 noticed 
he did not put on his hat at its usual rakish angle. * 
"V/hat’s the report?'* Markham asked iiiui. 

**Same'‘ks Drumnf's. The old girl passed out. I'd say, 
between oiie^ind two." ^ 

"And the str\xhninc was trfkcn when ? 

"Midnight, or thereabouts. But that's only a guess. 
Anyway, she got it along with the citrocarbonate. I 
lasted it on the glass."* 

"By the by, doctor," said Vance, "when you do tho 
autopsy can let us have a r(.^|)ort on the state of 
atrophy of the log muscles ?" 

"Sure tliiijg." Doremus was somewhat surprised by 
the request. • 

When he had gone, Markham addressed himself to 
Drumm. ^ • , , 

"\Vc‘d Tike to talk to Ada now, Ifow is sho this 
morning ? " 

"Oh, fine!" 'nrumm spoke wdth pride. "I saw her 
right after I'd looke<J at the </ld lady. Slie’s weak and a 
bit dried up with all the atropine I gave her. but otherwise 
practically normal." 

"And she has not been told of her mother’s death?" 
"Not a word." * 

"She will have to know," interposed Vance; "and 
there's no poiat in keeping the fact from her any longer. 
It's just as well that th® shock should come when we're 
all present." 

* It win be remembered that In the famous Molinraz polsonisjf case the 
cyanide of mercury was administered by way of a similar drug — to wit . Broibo^ 
Sdtzcr. 
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Ada was^sitting by the window when we came in, her 
elbows on the sill, chin in hands, gazing out into the snow- 
covered yard. She was startled our entry, and the 
pupils of her gyes dilated, as if with sudden flight. It 
was plain that the experiences she had been through had 
created in her a state of nervous fear. ^ 

After a brief Exchange of adlenities, during which both 
Vandb and Markham strove to allay her nervousness, 
Markham broached the subject of the bouillon^ 

**We’d give a great deal," he said, "not to have to 
recall so painful an episode, but much depends on what 
you can tell us regarding yesterday morning. You were 
in the drawing-room, weren't you, when the nurse called 
down to you ? " 

The girl's lips and tongue were dry, and she ^oke with 
some djjB&culty. 

" Yes. Mother had askhd me to bring her a copytof a 
magazine, and I had just gone downstairs to look for 
it when the nurse called." 

" You saw the nurse when you came upstairs ? " 

"Yes; she was just going towards the servants' stair- 
way." 

"There was no one in your room when you entered ? " 

She shook her head. "Who could have been 
there?" 

"That's what we're trying to find out. Miss Greene," 
replied Markham gravely. " Someose certainly put the 
drug in your bouillon." 

She shuddered, but made no reply. 

"Did anyone come in while you were there Mark- 
ham continued. 

"Not a soul." 

Heath impatiently projected himself into the interro- 
gation. 

"And say; did you drink your soup right away?" 

"No— not right away. I felt a little chilly, and I went 
across the hall to Julia's room to get an oldiSpani^ shawl 
to put round me." 

Heath made a disgusted face, and s^hed noisily. 

"Every time we get going on this case," he com- 
plained, "somethin comes along and sinks us. If Miss 
Ada left the soup in here, Mr. Markham, while die went 
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to get the then almost anybody oonldsfsneaked in 
and poisoned the stuff." 

"l*m so sorry/’ Ada af{)ologized, almost as though 
she had taken Heath’s words as a crijicism of her 
actions. ^ 

^ “ It's not your fault, Ada/’ Vance assured her. "The 

Sergeant is unduly depresiled. But tell this: When 
you went into the hall did you see Miss Sibella's dog^y- 
whcre around ? " ^ 

She shook her head wonderingly. 

"Why, no. What has Sibella's dog to do with it?” 

" He probably saved your life.” And Vance explained 
to her how Sproot had happened to find her, ’ * 

She gave a half-breathless murmur of amazement and 
incredulity, and fell into abstracted reverie. 

"When ydu returned from your sister’s ro^, did 
youdiiink your bouilloh at dhee?” Vance asked her 
next. 

With difficulty she brought her mind back to the 
question. 

"Yes.” 

"And didn't you notice a peculiar taste?” 

"Not particulaEfly. Mother always likes a lot of salt 
in her bouillon.” 

"And then what happenM ? ” 

" Nothing Happened. Only, I began to feel funny. The 
back of mj neck ti^tened up, and I got very warm and 
drowsy. My skin tingled all over, and my arms and legs 
seemed to get numb. 1 was terribly sleepy, and I lay 
back on the bed. That's all I remember.” 

"Another washout,” grumbled Heath. 

There was a short silence, and Vance drew his chair 
nearer. 

"Now, Ada,” he said, "you must brace yourself for 
mmre bad news. . • . Your mother died during the’* 
night.” 

The girl sat motionless for a moment, and then turned 
to him eyes of a despaiflng clearness. 

" Died? ” she repeated. "How did she die? ” 

**She was p(^ned->-die took an overdose of strych- 
nine.” 

” You mean . • . she committed suicide?^ 
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This qu<^ startled us all. It expressed a possibility 
that had not occurred to us. After a momentary hesita^ 
tion. however, Vance slowly Shook his head. 

“No, I hardly think so. I'm afraid the person who 
poisoned you also poisoned your^mothcr." 

Vance's reply seemed to stun her. Her face grew pale, ^ 
and her eyes^were set in a gKissy stare of terror. Then 
presently she sighed deeply, as if from a kind of mental 
depletion. t 

“Oh, what’s going to happen next?. . . , I'm — 
afraid ! “ 

^ “Nothing more is going to happen," said Vance with 
'emphasis. “Nothing more can happen. You are going 
to be guarded every minute. And Silx^lla is going this 
afternoon to Atlantic City for a long visit." 

“ I \vish I could go away," she breathed ^pathetically. 

“There will Lkj no ncSl of t1iat," put in Markham. 
“You'll be safer in New York. We arc going to keep tho 
nurse here to look after you, and also put a man in the 
house day and night until everything is straightened out. 
Hemming is leaving to-day, but Sproot and the cook will 
take care of you." He rose and patted her shoulder com- 
fortingly. “ There’s no possible way nnyone can harm 
you now." 

As we descended into the lower hall Sproot was just 
admitting Doctor Von Dion. 

“Good God!" he exclaimed, hastening upwards us. 

" Sibella just 'phoned me about Mrs. Greene." He looked 
truculently at Markham, his suavity for the moment 
forgotten. “Why wasn't I informed, sir ? " 

“I saw no necessity of bothering you, doctor," Mark- 
ham returned equably. “Mrs. Greene had been dead 
several hours when she was found. And we had our own 
doctor at hand." 

A quick flame leaped in Von Blon's eyes, 

“And am 1 to be forcibly kept from seeing Sibella?" 
he asked coldly. “She tells me she is loaving the city 
to-day, and has asked me to iissist with her arrange- 
ments." 

Markham stepped aside. 

“ You are free, doctor, to do whatever you desire," ho 
said, a perceptible chill in his voice. 
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Von Blon bowed stiffly, and went up the sftaiis. 

“He's sore," grinned Heath. 

“No, Sergeant," Vance •corrected, “He's worried — 
oh, deuced worried." 

Shortly after noon tljg.t day Hemming departed forever 
from the Greene mansion; and Sil^ella took the three- 
fi^teen o'clock train for Alantic City. XM. the original 
household, only Ada and Sproot and Mrs, MannheimVero 
left. However, Heath gjivc orders for Miss CrBrien to 
remain on duty indefinitely and keep an eye on every- 
thing that happened ; and, in addition to this protection, 
a detective was stationed in the house to augment the^ 
nurse's watch. 


Chapter XKII The Shadowy ^"igurb 

{Fnday, Dccaubcr yd ; 6 pjn.) 

At six o'clock that evening Marldiam called another 
iiijormal conference at the Stuyvesant Club. Not only 
were Inspector Moran and Heath present, but Chief 
Inspector O’Brien* dropped in on his way homo from the 
office. 

The afternoon papers liad been merciless in their 
crilicism of the police for its unsuccessful handling of the 
investigatjpn. Mafkham, after consulting with Heath 
and Doremus, had explained the death of Mrs. Greene to 
the reporters as “the result of an overdose of strychnine 
— a stimiilant she had been taking nsgularly under her 
physician’s orders." Swacker had typed copies of the 
item so there would be no mistake as to its exact wording; 
and the aiiiiouiiceiucnt ended by saying; “There is no 
evidence vo show that the drug was not self-administered 
as the result of error." But although the reporters com-* 
posed tjiidr news stories in strict accord with Markham’s 
report, they iaterpolated subtle intimations of deliberate 
niurdcr, so that the rea^r was left with little doubt as to 
the true state of affairs. The unsuccessful attempt to 

* Chief Inspector O'Brien, who was in command of the entire Police Depart- 
ment, was, X learned later, an uncle of the Miss O’Brieu who was acting ofhually 
as auise at the Greene mansion. 
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poison Ada^bad been kept a strict official secret. But 
this suppressed item had not been needed to inflame the 
public’s morbid imagination tb an almost unprecedented 
degree, 

Both Markham and Heath had begun to show the 
strain of their futile eflorts to solve the affair; and one 
glance at Inspector Moran^ aS he sank heavily into a 
chairbeside the District Attorney, vras enough to make 
one realize that a corroding worry had undermined his 
habitual equanimity. Even Vance revealed signs of 
tensity and uneasiness; but with him it was an eager 
alertness, ratlier than worry, that marked any deviation 
IroiA normality in his attitude. 

As soon as we were assembled that evening Heath 
briefly epitomized the case. He went over the various 
lines of .investigation, and enumerated the 'precautions 
that had been taken. When he had finished, and before 
anyone could make a comment, he turned to Chief 
Inspector O’Brien and said: 

“There’s plenty of things, sir, we might've done in 
any ordinary csise. We could've searched the bouse for 
the gun and the poison like the narcotic squa^ goes 
through a single room or small apartmcift — ^punching the 
mattresses, tearing up the carpets, and sounding the 
woodwork — but in the Greene house it would've taken a 
coupla months. And even if we'd found the stuff, what 
good would it have done us? The^guy thaVs tearing 
things wide open in that dump isn't going to stop just 
because we take his dinky thirty-two away from him, or 
grab his poison. After Chester or Rex was uhot we 
could've arrested all the rest of the family and put 'em 
through a third degree. But there's too much noise in the 
papers now every time we give anybody the works; and it 
ain't exactly healthy for us to grill a family like the 
Greenes. They've got too much money and pull; tb^'d 
have had a whole battalion of high-class lawyers smearing 
us with suits and injunctions and God know what. And 
if we'd just held 'em as material^Witnesses, they’d have 
got out in forty-eight hours on habeas<orpus actions. 
Then, again, we might've planted a bunch of huskies in 
the house. But we couldn't ke^ a ganison there 
definitely, and the minute th^'d have been called o£C 
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dirty work would’ve begun. Bdieve me, •ii.Bpoc or, 
we've been up against it good and plenty." 

O'Brien grunted and tugged at his white cropped 
moustache. 

"What the Sergeant says is perfectly Crue," Moran 
remarked. "Most of thS oidinary methods of action and 
^investigation have been denied us. Wb're obviously 
dejding with an inside family aifair." i 

"Mor^er," added Vance, “we're dealing Vith an 
extr'ordin'rily clever pltit — something that has been 
thought out and planned down to the minutest detail, 
and elaborately covered up at every point. Everything 
has been staked— even life itself — on the outcome. Only 
a supreme haired and an exalted hope could have iiispired 
the crime?. And against such attributes, d'ye see, the 
ordin'ry means of prevention are utterly useless." 

“A family affair!" rcpeatcRi O'Brien heavil}^, who 
appafently was still pondering over Inspector Moran's 
statement. “ It don't look to me as though there's much 
of the family left. I'd say, on the evidence, that some 
outsider was trying to wipe the family out." He gave 
Heath a glowering look. "W'hat have you done about 
the servants? Yqp*ro not scared to monkey with them, 
are you ? You could have arrested one of 'em a long time 
ago and stopped the yapping of the newspapers for a 
time, anyway." 

Markham came immediately to Heath's defence. 

"I'm whblly responsible for any seeming negligence 
on the Sergeant’s part in that regard," he said with a 
noticeably accent of cold reproach. "As long as I have 
anythiug to say about tliis case no arrests are going to 
be made for the mere purpose of quieting unpleasant 
criticism." Then his manner relaxed slightly. "There 
isn't the remotest indication of guilt in connection with 
ahy of the servants. The maid Hemming is a harmless 
fanatic, and is quite incapable mentally of having planned 
the murders.%1 permitted her to leave the Greenes' 
to-day. . . 

"We know’ where to find her. Inspector," Heath 
hastened to add by way of forestalltog the other's 
inevitable question. 

*'As to tibe cook,** Markham went on; ''she, too« is 
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■wholly oiiiside of any serious consideration. She’s tem- 
peramentally unfitted to be cast in the rOle of murderer. 'f. 

"And what about the butler?” asked O'Brien 
acrimoniously. 

”He*s bc€n with the family thirty years, and was 
even remembered liberally in Tooias Greene's will. He’s^ 
a bit queer but I think if ne had had any reason for 
destroying the Greenes he wouldn't have awaited till 
old age^came on him.” Markham looked troubled for a 
moment. ”I must admit, ‘■however, that there's an 
atmosphere of mysterious reserve about the old fellow. 
He always gives me the impression of knowing far more 
than he admits.” 

"Wheat you say, Markham, is true enough,” remarked 
Vance. "But Sproot certainly do<*sn't fit this particular 
saturnalia of crime. He reasons too carefully; there's an 
immense cautiousness about th^ mmi, and his qjcntfil 
outlook is highly conservative. He might stab an enemy 
if there was no remote chance of detection. But he lacks 
the courage and the imaginative resiliency that have 
made possible this present f^ory deb.auch. He’s too old — 
much too old. . . , By Jove!” 

Vance Ic^ancd o\*er and tapped tlie table with an 
incisive gesture. 

"That's the thing that's Teen evading me! Vitality! 
That's what is the bottom of this business — a 
tremendous, elastic, self-confident vitality: a supreme 
ruth'iessness mingled with audacity and im)>iidencc — an 
intrepid and reckless egoi.sm — an undaunted belief in 
one's own ability. And they're not the components of 
age. There's youth in all this — youth with its ambition 
and venturcsomeness — that doesn't count the cost, that 
takes no thought of risk. , , , No. Sproot could never 
qualify.” 

Moran shifted his chair uneasily, and turned to Heath. 

Whom did you send to Atlantic City to watch Sibella ? ” 

"Guilfoyle and Mallory — the two bout men we’ve 
got.”* The Sergeant smiled wfeh a kind of cruel satis- 
faction. "She won't get away. And she won't pull 
anything, either.” 

* I rccaDed that Guilfoyle and Mallory were the two oieo who had bees aef 
lo watch Tony Skeel in the Canary murder case. 
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"And have you extended your attention fb Doctoi 
Von Blon, by any chance ? " negligently asked Vance, 

Again Heath's canny smilS appeared. 

"He's been tailed ever since Rex was shot," 

Vance regarded him admiringly. 

• "I'm becoming positively fond of you, Sergeant," he 
said; and beneath his chsilfing note was llic ring of 
sincerity. 

O'Brien leanod pondoroi^fly over the tabic and' brush- 
ing the aslies from his cigar, fixed a sullen look on the 
District Attorney. 

"What was this story you gave out to the papers, Mr. 
Markham? You seemed to wnut to imply thiiL the old 
woman toqj: the strychnine herself. Was that hogwash, 
• or was there something in it ? ' 

"I'm afraict there was nothing in it, Insp^'tor." 
Markfeam spoke with a seflsc of^cniiinc regret. " Such a 
tJieory doesn't square with the poisoning of Ada— or 
with any of the rest of it, for that matter." 

"I'm not so sure," retorted O’Brien. "Moran here 
has told me that you fellows had an idea Ihc old w^oinan 
was faking her paralysis." He rearranged his arms on the 
table and pointed^ a short, thick finger at Markham. 
"Supposing she shot three of the children, using up ail 
the cartridges in llie revolvtT, and tlien stole the two 
doses of poison — one for each of iho two girls left ; and 
then suppojnng she ^avc the morphine to the youyger 
one, and had only one dose loft. ..." lie paused and 
squinted significantly. 

" I sec vihat you mean," said Markham. " Your theory 
is that she didn't count on our having a doctor handy 
to save Ada's life, and that, having failed to i>ut Ada out 
of the way, she figured the game was up and took the 
strychnine." 

"That's it I" O'Brien struck the table wnth his fist. 
"And it makes sense. Furthermore, it means we've 
cleared up the%ase — seel" 

"Yes, it unquestionabty makes sense." It was Vance's 
quiet, drawing voice that answered. " But forgive me if 
1 suggest that it fits the facts much too tidily. It's a 
perfect theory, don't y' know; it leaps to the brain, 
almost as though someone bad planned it for our benefit. 



. as6 GBEfm mPBDEBL 


I rather lancy that we*re iateoded to adopt that very 
logical and sensible point of view. But really now» 
Inspector, Mrs. Greene wa9 not the suicidal tyi)e« how« 
ever murderous she may have been." 

While Vdhce was speakhig, Heath had left the room. 
A few minutes later he returns and interrupted 0*Briei| 
in a long il^-nsatured defencc^of his suicide theory. 

*tWe haven't got to argue any more along that line/* 
he amfounced. "I've just had Doc Doreuius on the 
'phone. He's finished the aud>psy; and he says that the 
old lady's leg muscles had wasted away — ^gone plumb 
flabby and that there wasn't a chance ih the world of 
her moving her legs, let alone walking on 'em." 

"Good God!" Moran was the first to recover from 
the amazement this news had caused us. "V^o was it, , 
then, that Ada saw in the haU? " < 

"That's just it!" Vatoce spoke hurriedly, trying to 
stem his rising sense of excitation. "If only we mewl 
That's the answer to the whole problem. It may not 
have been the murderer; but the person who sat in that 
library night after night and read strange books by 
candle light is the key to everything. ..." 

"But Ada was so positive in her identification/* 
objected Markham, in a bewildered tone. 

"She's hardly to be blataed in the circumstances/' 
Vance returned. " The child had been through a frightful 
experience and was scarcely normak And it is not at all 
unlikely that she, too, suspected her mothef. if ste did, 
what would have been more natural than for her to 
imagine that this shadowy figure she saw in tlje hall long 
after midnight was the actual object of her dread? It is 
not unusual for a person under the stress of fright to 
distort an object by the projection of a dominating 
mental image." 

"You mean," said Heath, "that she saw somebody 
else, and imagined it was her mother because she was 
thinldngsohaxdof the old woman?" ^ 

" It's by no means improbalflb.'' 

"Still, there was that detail of the Oriental shawl,** 
objected Markham. "Ada might easily have mMaken 
the person's features, but her insistenoe on having seen 
that particular shawl was fsurly definite.'* 
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. V«iioe gave a perplexed ftod, 

**The point is well taken. Ana it may prove the 
Ariadne's cine that will leafl us out of this Cretan laby- 
rinth. We must find out more about that ^awl.'* 

Heath had taken ou^ his note-book ana was turning 
©the pages with scowling concentration. 

"And don’t forget, Vance," he*s^id, without 
looking up, "about that diagram Ada found in^the^ai 
of the halt near the libra^ door. Maybe this ^rson in 
the shawl was the one who'd dropped it, and was going 
to the library^to look for it, but got scared off when she 
saw Ada." 

"But whoever shot Rex," said Markham, "cvideittly 
stole the.jpaper from him, and therefore wouldn't be 
worrying about it." * 

" I guess tllat's right," Heath admitted reluctantly. 

"S'^ch speculation is futfle," commented vance. 
"This affair is too complicated to be untangled by the 
unravelling of detiiils. We must determine, if possible, 
who it was that Ada saw that night. Then we'll have 
opened a main artery of inquiry." 

"How ai*c we going to find that out," demanded 
O'Brien, "when Ada vras the only person who saw this 
woman in Mrs. Greene's shawl ? " 

"Your question contains the answer, Inspector, Wc 
must see Ada again and try and counteract the suggestion 
irf her own fears. When we explain that it couldn'tjtiave 
been hermbther, she may recall some other point that will 
put us on the right track." 

Aqd this was the course taken. When the conference 
^Uded, O'Brien departed, and the rest of us dined at the 
club. At half-past eight wc were on our way to the Greene 
mansiion. 

We found Ada and tbe cook alone in the drawing- 
room. The girl sat before the fire, a copy of Grimm's 
■"Fairy Talcs” turned face down on her knees; and 
klrs. MannheW, busy with a lapful of mending, occupied 
a straight chair near tK door. It was a curious eight, 
in view of the formal correctness of the house, and i1 
broi^ht forcibly to my mind how fear and adversit) 
inevitsMy levd all social standards. 

Wlieii we enteied the room Mrs. Mannheim rose, anc 
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gathering her men^ding, started to go. But Vance 
indicated that she was to remain, and without a word 
she resumed her seat. • 

"We're here to annoy you again, Ada," said Vance, 
assuming thd*r61e of interrogator. "But you're about the 
only person we can come to for Help." His sriile put the 
girl at ease, and he continued^ently : " We want to talk to* 
you^about i^at you told us the other afternoon. , , 

Her fycs oj)ened wide, and she waited in^a kind of 
awed silence. ^ 

"You told us you thought you liad seen your 

mother " * 

- I did see her— I did!" 

Vance shook his head. "No; it was not your mother. 
She was unable to walk, Ada. Sh% was truly'' and help- 
lessly paralysed. It was impossible for herjeven to make 
the slightest movement with either leg." 

"But — I don’t understand." There was more*than 
bewilderment in her voice: there was terror and alarm 
as one might experience at the thought of supernatural 
malignancy. "I heard Doctor Von Blon tell mother he 
was bringing a specialist to see her this morning. But 
she died last night — so how could you know ? Oh, you 
must be mistaken. I saw her — I know I saw her." 

She seemed to Ixi battling desperately for the preser- 
vation of her sanity. But Vance again shook his 
head. j 

"Doctor Oppenheimer did not examine yoftr mother," 
he said. "But Doctor Doremus did — ^to-day. And he 
found that she had been unable to move for magy years." 

"Ohl" The exclamation was only breathed, Tlw 
girl seemed incapable of speech. 

"And what we've come for," continued Vance, "is 
to ask you to recall that night, and see if you cannot 
remember something — some little thing — ^that will help 
us. You saw this person only by the flickering light of 
a match. You might easily have mades^ mistake." 
"But how could I? I wascso close to her." 
"Before you woke up that night and felt hungry, had 
you been dreaming of your mother?" 

She hesitated and shuddered slightly. 

"1 don't know, but I've dreamed of mother constantly 
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— awiui, scarey areams — ever sui:e tnar ursr ^igaz waea 
somebody came into my room. . . 

"That may account fcgr the mistake you made." 
Vance paused a moment and then asked: "Do you 
distinctly remember seeing your mother's Oriental 
shawl on the person in»the hall that night ? " 

• "Oh, yes," she said, after a slight hfpsitation, "It 
was the first thing I noticed. Then 1 saw her face. 

A trivial but startling thing happened at this moment. 
We had Air back to Mr^. Mannheim and, for the time 
being, had forgotten her presence in the room. Suddenly 
what sounded like a dry sob broke from her, and the 
sewing-basket on her knees fell to the floor. Instinctive-# 
ly we turned. The woman was staring at us glassily. 

" What"diflcrence does it make who she saw?" she 
asked in a cl^ad, monotonous voice. " She maybe saw 
me." 

"Nonsense, Gertrude," Ada said quickly, "It wasn't 
you." 

Vance was watching the woman with a puzzled ex- 
pression. 

"Do 5 ^ou ever wear Mrs. Greene's shawl, Frau 
Mannheim ? " 

"Of course she doesn't," Ada cut in. 

"And did you ever steal into the librar}^ and read 
after the liousehokl is ask^cj) ? " pursued Vance. 

The woman pick^jd up her sewing morosedy, and again 
lapsed into sullen silence. Vance studied her a mdlneiit 
and then turned back to Ada. 

"Do you knvjw of anyone who might have been 
wearing your mother's shawl that night?" 

•*1 — don't know," the girl stammered, her lips 
trembling. 

"Come; that won’t do." Vance spoke with some 
asperity. " This isn't the time to shield anyone. Whu ^ 
was in the habit of using the shawl?" 

"No one in the habit. . . ." She stopped and 
gave Vance a pleading jook; but he was obdurate. 

"Who, then, besides your mother ever wore it?" 

"But 1 would have knowrn if it had been Sibella 1 
saw " 

"Sibella? She sometimes borrowed the shawl ?'S 
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Ada nodded reluctantly. *'Once in a great while. 
She — she admired the shawl. • . . Oh, why do you 
make me tell you this!’* « 

**And you have never seen anyone else with it on?** 
*‘No; no one ever wore it except mother and Sibella.’* 
Vance attempted to banish h^ obvious distress with 
a whimsical rdassuring smile![* 

"Just see how fooHsh all your fears have been,** he 
said ligdtly. "You probably saw your sister in the 
hall that night, and, because you*d been having bad 
dreams about your mother, you thought it was she. As 
a result, you became frightened, and locked yourself 
'upland worried. It was rather silly, what?** 

A little later we took our leave. 

"It has always been my contention,** ^mmarked 
Inspector Moran, as we rode down-towifi **that any 
identihSation under straih or excitement is worthless. 
And here we have a glaring instance of it." 

** l*d like a nice quiet little chat with Sibella,'* mumbled 
Heath, busy with his own thoughts. 

"It wouldn’t comfort you. Sergeant," Vance told 
him. "At the end of your itte-h-Ute you'd know only 
what the young lady wanted you to know.** 

"Where do wc stand now?" asked Markham, after 
a silence. 

"Exactly where we stood before,** answered Vance 
dejectedly, "in the midst of an impenetrable fog. 
And I'm not in the least convinced," he added, "that 
it was Sibella whom Ada saw in the hall." 

Markham looked amazed. 

"Then who, in Heaven's name, was it?" 

Vance sighed gloomily. "Give me the answer to 
that one question, and I'll complete the saga." 

That night Vance sat up until nearly two o^clock 
V, writing at his desk in the library. 


Chapter XXIII The Missing Fact 

{Saturday, December pm.) 

Saturday was the District Attorney's "half-day** at 
the office, and Markham had invited Vance and me to 
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lunch at the Bankers Club» Bit when wo eeached the 
Criminal Courts Building he was swamped with an 
accumulation of work, and we had a tray-service meal 
in his ^vate conference room. Before leaving the house 
that noon Vance had put several sheets of closely-written 
paper in his pocket, ^d 1 surmised—correctly, as it 
turned out — ^that they wfto what he had Ji)een working ' 
on the night before. 

Whenjunch was ovej^ Vance lay back in %is chair 
languidly and lit a cigarette. 

"Markham, old dear,** ho said, "I. accepted your 
invitation to-day for the sole purpose of discussing art. 
I trust you are in a receptive mood." 

Markh^ looked at him with frank annoyance. 

*'Damn it, Vance, I’m too confounded busy to be 
bothered with your irrelevancies. If you feel artistically 
inchned, take Van het»3 to the Metropolitan Museum. 
But leave me alone.’* 

Vance sighed, and wagged his head reproachfully. 

** There spea^ the voice of America I 'Run along 
and play with your aesthetic toys if such silly things 
amuse you; but let me attend to my serious affairs.' 
It's very sad. In the present instance, however, I refuse 
to run £dong; and most certainly I shall not browse about 
that mausoleum of Europe's rejected corpses, known as 
the Metropolitan Museum. I say, it’s a wonder you 
didn't suggest thaA: 1 make the rounds of our municipal 
statuary.’' 

‘*I*d have suggested the Aquarium " 

"I know. Any tiling to get rid of me." Vance 
adopted an injured tone. "And yet, don't y* know, 
I*m going to sit right here and deliver an edifying 
lecture on aesthetic composition.*' 

"Then don*t talk too loud,*' said Markham rising; 
"for 1*11 be in the next room working." 

"But my lecture has to do with the Greene case. 
And really yuu shouldn't miss it." 

Markham paused aftd turned. 

"Merely one of your wordy prologues, ^?" He sat 
down again. "Well, if you have any helpful suggestions 
to znake» 1*11 listen." 

Vance smoked a moment. 
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•'YTtno^, Markhamf*' he began, assuming a lazy, 
unemotional aii*, "there’s a fundamental liifference be- 
tween a good painting and^a photograph. I’ll admit 
many painters appear unaware of this fact; and when 
colour photography is perfected — my word! what a 
horde of academicians will l^e tnrown out of employ- « 
ment ! But 3ionc the less there’s a vast chasm betweeri 
the two • and it’s this technical distinction that’s to be 
the burden of my lay. How, /or instance, dots Michel- 
angelo’s ‘Moses’ differ from a camera study of a patri- 
archal old man with wliiskcrs and a §tone tablet? 
Wherein lie the points of divergence between Rubens’s 
'Landscape with Chateau dc Stein' and a tourist’s 
snapshot of a Rhine castle? Why is a C^^zanne still 
life an improvement on a photograph of a dish of apples ? 
Why hjjve the Renaissance paintings of lAadoiinas en- 
dured for hundreds of yeal*s, whOrcas a mere photogfaph 
of a motlicr and child passes into artistic oblivion at the 
very click of the lens shutter? . . 

He held up a silencing hand as Markham was about 
to speak. 

"I’m not being futile. Bear with me a moment. 
The difference between a good paintilig and a photo- 
graph is tills: the one is arra^iged, composed, organized; 
the other is merely the haphazard imj^ression of a scene, 
or a segment of realism, just as it exists in nature. In 
shorty the one has form; the other ^'is chaotic. W^icn 
a true artist paints a picture, d’ye see, he arranges 
all the masses and lines to accord with his preconceived 
idea of composition — that is, ho bends everything in 
the picture to a basic design; and he also eliminates 
any objects or details that go contr’ry to, or detract 
from, that design. Thus he achieves a homogeneity of 
form, so to speak. Every object in the picture is put 
^ there for a definite purjjose, and is set in a certain 
position to accord with the underlying structural pattern. 
There are no irrclevancies, no unrelated fletails, no de- 
tached objects, no arbitr'ry arrangement of values. All 
the forms and lines are interdependent; every object— 
indeed, every brush stroke — lakes its exact place in 
the pattern and fulfils a given function. The picture, 
in fine, is a unity." 
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•'Very instnactive/* commcmca Marknam, glancing 
ostentatiously at his watch. "And the Greene case?" 

"Now, a y^hotograph, fti the other hand,” pursued 
Vance, ignoring the interruption, "is devoid of design 
or even of arrangemcjjit in the aesthetic sense. To be 
sure, a photograplicr*m^ pose and drape a figure — 
he may even saw off the nmb of a tree at he intends 
to record on his negative; but it's quite iypcmsible 
for himiiito compose th^ subject -matter of his picture 
to accord with a preconceived design, the way a painter 
docs. In ajihoU^graph there are always details that 
have no meaning, variations of light and shade that 
arc harmonically false, textures that create false iidtes, 
hues that are discords, masses that arc out of place, 
'i Jie camera. d*yo S('o, is deiioedly forthright — it records 
whatever is^ before it, irrespecti\c of art values. The 
incytable result is that a phSlograp/li lacks organization 
and unity; its c<'.mp(»sUion is. at b(.‘st, primitive and 
obvious. And it is full of irv<'lcvaut factors — of objects 
v/hich have neither moaning nor purpose. There is 
no uniformity of conception in it. It is hapha^zard, 
lioterogencous, aimless, and amorphous — just as is 
nature.” 

"You needn’t bolabouf^the point.” Markham spoke 
iinpalienlJy, "I liave a rudimentary intelligence. — 
WJierc is this elaborate truism leading you?” 

Vance c hinf an engaging smile. 

"To East 53vd Street, But before we reach our des- 
tination permit me another brief amplification. Quite 
often a painting of irvtiicale and subtle design does not 
at once reveal its composition to the spectator. In fact, 
only the designs of the simpler and more obvious paint- 
ings arc immediately grasy^cd. Generally the spectator 
has to study a painting carefully — trace its rhythms, 
comy^are its forms, weigh its details, and fit together all 
its salients — before its underlying design becomes 
apparent. ®feny well-organized and perfectly balanced 
paintings — such as RAoir s figure-pieces, Matisse's in- 
teriors, Cezanne's w^atcr-colours, Picasso’s still lifes, and 
Leonardo’s anatomical drawings — ^may at first appear 
meaningless from the standpoint of composition; ^eir 
forms may seem to lack unity and cohesion; their masses 
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and linear Values may the impression of having been 

arbitrarily put down. And it is only after the spectator 
has relate all their integers and traced all their contra^ 
puntal activities that they take on significance and reveal 
their creator's motivating conception ** 

**Yes. yes/' mteimpted Markham. ''Paintings and 
photographs (ilMer; the objects in a painting possess 
desigki; t^e objects in a photograph are without desi^; 
one must often study a paintuig in order to determine 
the design. That, 1 beUeve, covers the ground you have 
been wandering over desultorily for the. past fifteen 
minutes." 

^ "I was merely tr 3 ring to imitate the vast deluge of 
repetitive verbiage found in legal documents/* explained 
Vance. "1 hope thereby to convey my meaning to 
your lawyer’s mind." 

"You' have succeeded With a vengeance," snapped 
Markham. ' ’ What follows ? " 

Vance became serious again. 

"Markham, we’ve been looking at the various occur* 
rences in the Greene case as though they were the 
unrelated objects of a photograph. We’ve inspected 
each fact as it came up; but we have failed to analyse 
sufficiently its connection vij-Mi all the other known 
facts. We’ve regarded this whole afiair as though it 
were a series, or collection, of isolated integers. And 
we’ve, missed the significance of everythin^ because 
we haven’t yet determined the shape of the basic pattern 
of which each of these incidents is but a part* Do you 
follow me?" 

"My dear fellow!" 

"Very well. Now, it goes without saying that there 
is a design at the bottom of this whole amazin' business. 
Nothing has hapii^ned haphazardly. There has been 
^premeditation behind each act — a subtly and carefully 
concocted composition, as it were. And everything has 
emanated from that central shape. Ei/^rything baa 
been fashioned by a fundanfisntal structural- idea. 
Therefore, nothing important that has occurred since 
the first double shooting has been unrelated to the pra* 
determined pattern of the crime. All the aspects mpA 
events of the case, taken together, form a nntty— a ce* 
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oidiiiated» i n t era cti v e wliole. In tfiort, the^Greene case 
is a painting, not a pbotogfapn* And wlien ite have 
studM it in that light— erhen we have detennined the 
inter-relatioDsh^ of all the external fetors, and have 
traced the vised forms to their generatiag lines — ^then, 
Markham, we will know the composition of the picture; 
we will see the design on which the perverted painter has 
erected his docnment’ry material. And once w^have 
diflcovei^ the underlying shape of this hideous picture’s 
pattern, we’ll know its creator.” 

see your point,” said Markham dowly. "But 
how does itfhelp us? We know all the exter^ facts; 
and they certainly don’t fit into any intelligible concep* 
tion of a unified whole.” 

"Not yet, perhaps,” agreed Vance. "But that’s 
because we^aven’t gone about it systematically. We’ve 
done too much investigating and too little d:hinking. 
Wd’ve been side-tracked by what the modem painters 
call documentation — that is, by the objective appeal 
of the picture’s recognizable parts. We haven’t sought 
for the abstract content. We’ve overlooked the ’ sigififi- 
cant form’ — a loose phrase; but blame Clive Bell for 
it."* 

"And how would you suggest that we set about 
determining the compoAtional design of this bloody 
canvas ? We might dub the picture, by the way, ’Nepot- 
ism Gone Wrong*”’ By tins facetious remark, he was, 
I knew, attempting to counteract the serious impression 
the other’s disquisition had made on him; for though 
he realized Vance would not have drawn his voluminous 
parallel without a definite hope of applying it success- 
fully to the problem in hand, he was chary of indulging 
any expectations lest they result in further disappoint- 
ments. 

In answer to Markham’s question, Vance drew ou| 
the sheaf of papers he had brought with him. 

"Last nigi^t,” he explained, "I set down briefly and 
chronologically all th# outstanding facts of the Greene 
case— that ta, I noted each impcHrtnnt external factor 

• VMwlMmninfag to tlwiau4)t« caned ** 711 * AtbetkH 
Is Clive BCD'* **Att.’* Bat deipite tiie tamcwliat eUAtinc diaaclw of lU* 
fottatk, VSM* vai an admirer of BeU’t criticisinfi, and had qpoken to IM with 
oooadeaUe cnthunaHm of hh ‘‘SiDoa 
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of the ghas^y - picture M^’ve been contemplating for the 
■ past few weeks. The pnncipal forms are all here, though 
1 *may have left out many deitails. But 1 think I have 
talmlated a sufficient number of items to serve as a 
working basis. ' 

He held out the papers to Markham. 

"The truth lies somewhere in tliat list. If we could 
put yie faciff together — ^relate them to one another 
with thek* correct values — we'd know who w^ at the 
bottom of this orgy of crime; ior, once we determined 
the pattern, each of the items would take on a vital 
significance, and we could read clearly the ihessage they 
kadeto tell us." 

Markham took the summary and, moving his chair 
nearer to the light, read through it < without a word. 

I preserved the original copy of the document; and, 
of all the records I possess, it was the most important 
and far-reaching in its effects. Indeed, it was the insftru- 
ment by means of which the Greene case was solved. 
Had it not been for this recapitulation, prepared by 
Vance and later analysed by him, the famous mass 
murder at the Greene mansion would doubtless have 
been relegated to the category of unsolyc<l crimes. 

Herewith is a verbatim reproduction of it; 

GENERAL FACTS 

1. AiK atmosphere of mutual hatred x>ervadcs V.ic Greene 
mansion. 

2. Mrs. Greene is a nagging, complaining paralytic, making 
life mi.serable for the whole household. 

3. There are five children — two daughters, two sons, and 
one adopted daughter — ^who have nothing in common, and 
live in a state of constant antagonism and bitterness towaids 
one another. 

4. Though Mrs. Mannheim, the cook, was acquainted with 
Tobias Greene years ago and was remembered in his will, she 
refuses to reveal any of tlie facts in her past. 

5. The will of Tobias Greene stipulated that tifb family must 
live in the Greene mansion for twcAy-five years on pain of 
disinheiitance, with the one exception that, if Ada should 
marry, she could establish a residence elsewhere, as she was 
not of the Greene blood. By the will Mrs. Greene has the 
handling and disposition of the money. 
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6. Mrs. Greene’s will makes tlk five childrvi equal bene- 
ficiaries. In event of death of any of them the survivors 
share alike; and if all shq^ld die the estate goes to their 
families. 

7. The sleeping-rooms of the Greenes are arranged thus: 

Julia’s and Rex’s face each other at the front of the house; 
Chester's and Ada's face each other in the centre of the house; 
and Sibella’s and Mrs. Grcefle's face each otHbr at the rear. No 
two rooms intercommunicate, with the exception of Ac||i’s and 
Mrs. Greeus’s; and these two rooms also give on to the same 
balcony; • 

8. The library of Tobias Greene, which Mrs. Greene believes 
she ha.s kepb locked for twelve yeans, contains a remarkably 
complete collection of books on criminology and allied subjects. 

g. Tobias Greene’s past was somewhat niysteriouf? and 
there wfjrc many rumours concerning shady transactions 
carried on by him in foreign lands. 


s riRST’CHIME 

zo. Julia Is killed by a contact shot, fired from the front, at 
X1.30 p.m. 

11. Ada is shot from behind, aUo by a contact shot. She 
recovers. 

12. Julia i.s found in bed, with a look of horror and amaze- 
ment on her faces 

13. Ada is found on th<?^f 1 oor before the dressing-t.ible. 

14. The lighu have been turned on in both roout'x. 

15. Over three ininiite.s ela])sc between tiie two sliohs. 

16. Von lilou, Si^iiiiinoned iniiiicdiately, ajMve.-> within half 

an hour. . • 

17. A set of footprints, other than Von Blon’s, leaving and 
approaching the house, is found ; but the character of the snow 
renders them inclcciphcrablc. 

18. The tracks have been made during the half-hour pre- 
ceding the crime. 

19. Botli shootings are done wdth a *32 revolver. 

20. Chester reports that an old '32 revolver of his is mis.sing. 

21. Che.ster is not satisfied with the ]>olice theory of 
burglar, and insists that the District Attoiney’s oldce in- 
vestigate the case. 

22. Mrs. ClTccne is aroused by the shot fired in Ada's room, 
and liears Ada fall, iftt she hears no footsteps or sound of 
a door closing. 

• 23. Sproot is half-w'ay down tlie servants* stairs when the 
second shot is fired, yet he encounters no one in the hoU. Nor 
does be hear any noise. 
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24. Rex, ii^the next rooi'i to Ada'$, says he heard no shot. 

25. Rex intimates that Chester knows more about the 

tragedy than he admits. ^ 

26. There is some secret between Chester and Sibella. 

27. Sibella, like Chester, repudiates tlie burglar theory, but 
refuses to sugge^ an alternative, and says frankly that any 
member of tlie Greene family may be^guilty, 

28. Ada says slfe was aw'akcne(n>y a menacing presence in 
her ropm, which was in darkness; tliat slie attempted to run 
from the intruder, but was pursued by shutting footsteps. 

29. Ada says a hand touclied hex when she first afose from 
bed, but refuses to make any attempt to identify the hand. 

30. Sibella challenges Ada to say tliat it wa&she (Sibella) 
^o was in the room, and then deliberately accuses Ada of 
bavidg shot Julia. She also accuses Ada of having stolen 
the revolver from Chester’s room. 

31. Von Blon, by his attitude and manner, reveals a curious 
intimacy between Sibella and himself. 

32. Ada is frankly fond of Von Blon. 


SECOND CRIME 

33. Four days after Julia and Ada are shot, at 11.30 p.m., 
Chester is murdered by a contact shot fired from a *32 revolver. 

34. There is a look of amazement and horror on his face. 

35. Sibella hears the shot and summons 6proot. 

36. Sibella says she listened at^ker door immediately after 
the shot was fired, but htiard no other sound. 

37. The lights are on in Chcsmr's room. He was apparently 

reading when the murderer entered . v 

38. A clear double set of footprints is found or: the front 
walk. The tracks have been made within half an hour of the 
crime. 

39. A pair of goloshes, exactly corresponding to the foot- 
prints, is found in Chestcr't; clothcs-closet. 

40. Ada had a premonition of Chester’s death, and, when 
informed of it, guesses he has been shot in the same manner 
as Julia. But she is greatly relieved when showm the foot- 
^int patterns indicating that the murderer is an outsider. 

41. Rex says he hesurd a noise in the hall and the sound of a 
door closing twenty minutes before the shot was fired. 

42. Ada, when told of Rex's story, recalls alsdmving heard 
a door close at some time after elcvin. 

43. It is obvious that Ada knows or suspects something. 

44. The cook becomes emotional at the thought of anyone 
wanting to harm Ada, but says ^e can nndentand a pefson 
having a reason to shoot Julia and Chester. 
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45. Re^ wbea interviewed* siiswft clearly mat he Stinks 
eomeone in the bouse is guilty. 

46. Rex accuses Von Blcfti of being the murderer. 

47. Mrs. Greene msdres a request that the investigation be 
dropped. 


THIRD CRIME 

48. Rex is shot in the forehead with a *32 revolver* at 1 1 .20 
a.m., ti^nty days after Chester has been killed *and witlsin 
five minutes Ada 'phones him from the District Attorney’s 
office. 

49. Thcrefis no look of horror or surprise on Rex's face, as 
was the case witli Julia and Chester. 

50. His body is found on the floor before the mantel. 

51. A diagram which Ada asked him to bring with him to 
the District Attorndy's office has disappeared. 

52. No ohe upstairs hears the shot, though the doors are 
open; but Sproot^ downstairs #n the butler's pantfy, hears it 
di^nctly. 

53. Von Blon is visiting Sil'Kjlla that morning; but she says 
she was in the bath-room bathing her dog at the time Hex w'as 
shot. 

54. Footprints are found in Ada's room coming from the 
balcony door, which is ajar. 

35. A single ses; of footprints is found leading from the front 
walk to the balcony. 

56. The tracks could have l^en made at any time after nine 
o'clock that morning. 

37. Sibella refuisis to go away on a visit. 

38. Tht^ goloshes tliat made "all three sets of footprints are 
found in tlie linen-closet, although they were not there when 
tlie house was searched for the revolver. 

39. The goloshes are returned to the lincn-closet, but dis- 
appear that night. ** 


FOURTH CRIME 

60. Two days after Rex's death Ada and Mrs. Greene are 
poisoned within twelve hoursof each other — Ada withmoiphin* 
Mrs. Greene with strychnine. 

6z. Ada Mxeated at once and recovers. 

62. Von Blon is seen leaving the house just before Ada 
swallows the poison. 

63. Ada is discovered by Sproot as a resultof Sibella's dog 
catefai^ his teeth in the bdl-cord. 

3 ^. The morphine was taken in the bouillon which waa» as 
e, given to Ada in the mornings by Mrs. Greene. 
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65. Ada stances that no 01^3 visited her roon after the 
nurse had called her to come and drink the wuillon; but that 
she went to Julia's room to get £ shawl, leaving the bouillon 
unguarded for several moments. 

66. Neither Aia nor the nurse remembers ha\nng seen 
Sibella's dog in the hall before the poisoned bouillon was taken. 

67. Mrs. Grecn(kis found dead ef strychnine-poisoning the 
morning after Ada swallowed the morphine. 

68. S'he ftrychninc could have been adniiristercd only after 
II p.m. the previous night. 

69. Tlie nurse was in her room on the third floor between 
II and 11.30 p.m. 

70. Von Blon w'as calling on Sibolla that night, but SibcIIa 
ssfys he left her at 10.45. 

71. The .strychnine wa.s administered in a dose of citro-car- 

bonate. which", prc.suniaMy, Mrs. Grccnc Y;Oulfl not have taken 
witliout assistance. , 

72. Sibylla decides to visit a girl chnm in Atlantic City, and 
leaves NewYork on the afternoon train. 


DISTRIBUTABLE FACTS 

73. The same revolver is used on Julia, Ada, Chestv , and 
Rex. 

74. All three sets of footprints have obvioii.sly been made by 

someone in the house for tlie purpo.^c of casting su.spicion on an 
outsider. • 

75. The murderer is someone whom both Julia and Chester 
would receive in their rooms, in negligdc, lat<; at night. 

7O. Xhe murderer does not make hiraselfknown to Ada, but 
enters her room surreptitiously. 

77. Nearly three weeks after Chester's death Ada comes to 

the District Attorney's office, stating that she Las important 
news to impart. , 

78. Ada says that Rex ha.s confessed to her that he heard 
the shot in her room and also heard other things, but was 
afraid to admit them ; and she asks that Rex be questioned* 

70. Ada tells of having found a cryptic diagram, marked 
%ith symbols, in the lower hall near the library door. 

80. On the day of Rex's murder Von Blon reports that his 
medidnc-casc has been rifled of three grains of s^chnine and 
six grains of morphine — ^presumably the Greene mansion. 

8 1 . The library reveals the fact that someone has been in 
the habit of going there and reading by candle-light. The 
books that show signs of having been read are; a handbook of 
the criminal sciences, two works on toxicology, and two 
treatises on hysterical paralysis and sleep-walking. 
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82. The visitq|||l the librai^ i) someone understands 

German we]l> fmpbree of the books that have been read are 
in German. • 

83. Tlie goloshes that disappeared from the linen-closet on 
the night of Rex’s murder are found in the library. 

8^. Someone listcns»at the door while the library is being 
inspected. 

85. Ada reports that she saw Mrs. Creer* walking in the 
lower hall the night before. 

86. V®a Blon assorts ^hat Mrs Greene's paralvsis is of a 
nature that makes movement a ])ln’sical im possibility. 

87. Arrangements arc made with Von lilon to have Doctor 
Oppenheimer examine Mrs. Greene. 

88. Von Blon informs Mrs. (hfcne of the proposed examina- 
tion, which he has .scheduled for the following dav. 

80, M.1S. Greeno i,s poisoned befoic Doctor Oppenheimer’s 
examination can made. 

00. post-moftem reveals conclusivily that Mj^. Greene’s 
Ic^ muscles were f.u atrcfiilucd that she could not have walked. 

T)i. Ada, when told of the autopsy, insists lliat she saw* her 
mother’s shawd about the figure m the hall, and, on being 
coerced, admits that Silx'lla sometimes uorc it. 

p2. During the questioning of Ada regarding the shawl 
Mrs. Mannheim suggc.sts that it was she herself whom Ada 
saw in the hall. 

93. When J ulia and Ado were shot there were, or could have 
been, present in the house fChcster, Sibella, Rex, Mrs. Greene, 
Voii Blon, Bartc.n, Hemming, Sproot, ami Mrs. Mannheim. 

94. When ('hestcT was shot there were, or could have been, 
present in the houi^j : Sibella, Rex, Mis. Greene, Ada. Von Blon, 
Barton, iSeuiming, Sjiroot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

05. When Rex was .shot there were, or could have been, 
present in the house : Sibelln, Mrs. Greene, Von Blon, Hemming, 
Sproot,’" and Mrs. Mannheim. 

96. When Ada was poisoned there wore, or could have been, 
present in the house: Sil^ella, Mrs. Greene, Von Blon, Hem- 
ming, Sproot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

97. When Mrs. Greene was poisoned there were, or could 
htive been, present in the house: Sibella, Von Blon, A< 1 % 
Hemming, Sproot, and Mrs. Mannheim. 

■When Markham tiHd finished reading the summary, 
he went through it a second time. Then he laid it on 
the table. 

*'Yes, Vance/* he said, *'you’ve covered the main 
points pretty thoroughly. But I can't see any co- 
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herencc in ifan. In fad,, they seem (mly to emphasize 
the confusion of the case/' 

*'And yet, Markham, l*m &>nvinced that they only 
need rearrangevnent and interpretation to be perfectly 
clear. Properly analysed, they'll |pll us ever 3 r^ing we 
want to know/'. 

Markham gkinced again through the pages. 

"If^it wasn't for certain items, w^e could make out 
a case against several people. But no matter what 
person in the list we may assume to be guilty, we are 
at once confronted by a group of contrail ictory and 
ixysurmountable facts. This pvicis could be used eifec« 
tively to prove that everyone concerned is innocent." 

"Superficially it appears that way," agreed Vance. 
"But we first must find the generating line of the design, 
and then relate the subsidi'ry forms of the pattcra 
to it." 

Markham made a hopeless gesture. 

"If only life were as simple as your aesthetic theories! " 

"It's dashed simpler." Vance asserted. "The mere 
mechanism of a camera can record life; but only a 
highly developed creative intelligence, with a profound 
pl^osophic insight, can produce a work*iof art." 

"Can you make any sense-«5csthetic or otherwiso— 
out of this?" Markham petulantly tapped the sheets 
of paper. 

"I oon see certain traceries, so ro speakr-^certain 
suggestions of a pattein; but 111 admit the main design 
has thus far eluded me. The fact is, Markham, I have 
a feeling that some important factor in this case^some 
balancing line of the pa'ctern, perhaj^ — is still hidden 
from us. 1 don't say that my r6sum^ is insusceptible of 
interpretation in its present state; but our task would 
be greatly simplified if we were in possession of the 
missing integer." 

Fifteen minutes later, when we had returned to Mark^ 
ham's main of&ce, Swacker came^in and ftid a letter 
on the desk. 

"There's a funny one. Chief/* he said. 

Markham took up the letter and read, it with a deepen* 
ing frown. When he bad finished, be handed it to Vance* 
The letter*head read, "Rectory. Third Pcesbyteriatt 
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Church, Stamford, Coimectic*it"; the djte uras the 
preceding day; and the sigi&tuie was tiiat of the 
Reverend Anthony Seym<iur. The contents of tiie letter 
written in a small, precise hand, were as follows: 

The Honourable Jom F.-X. Markham, 

Dear Sir, — ^As far as I am a^'are, I have never betrayed a 
confidence. But there can arise, I believe, unfores^n oircum- 
stances ^ modify the strictness of one's adherence^to a given 
promise, and indeed impose upon one a greater duty than that 
of keeping silent. 

1 have read in the papers of the wicked and abominable 
things that have happened at the Greene residence in^esv 
York; and I have therefore come to the conclusion, after much 
heart-se^hing and prayer, that it is my bounden duty to 
put you in possession*of.a fact winch, as the result of a promise, 
I have kept te myself for over a year. 1 would not now betray 
this trust did I not bel'eve that some good miglft possibly 
coxae of it, and tliat you, my dear sir, w^ould also treat the 
matter in the most sacred confidence. It may not help you — 
Indeed, I do not see how it can possibly lead to a solution oi 
the terrible curse that has fallen upon the Greene family — 
but since the fact is connected intimately with one of the 
members of that family, I will feel better when 1 have com- 
municated it to >«ou. 

On the night of August i^th, of last year, a machine drove 
up to my door, and a man and a woman asked that I secretly 
marry them. 1 may say that I am frequently receiving such 
refjuests from runaway couples. This particular couple ap- 
peared ta be well-bred dependable people, and I edneurr^ 
with their wishes, giving them my assurances that the ceremony 
would, as they desired, be kept coniidcDtial. 

The names that appeared on the licence — which bad been 
sccuied in New Haven late thdt afternoon — ^were Sibella 
Greene, of New York City, and Arthur Von Blon, also of New 
York City. 

Vance read the letter and handed it back. 

Really, y’ know, 1 can't say that Tmastoniidied 

Suddenly «^e broke off, his eyes fixed thougMIuUy 
before him. Then huirose nervously and paced up and 
down. 

tears itl*’ he exclaimed. 

M arkha m threw him a look of purzled inteixogatioa. 
"•Wha**s the point 
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•'Don't 3H>u see?" ^ance came quickly to the 
District Attom^'s desk; "My word! That's the one 
fact that's missing from my tabulation." He then un- 
folded the last sheet and wrote: 

98. Sibella and Von Blon were secretly married a year ago. 

" But I don’t fee how that he#ps," protested Markham. 

"Neither do^I at this moment," Vance replied. "But 
I’m goin^to spend this evening in erudite meditation." 


Chapter XXIV A MvsTe.Rious Trip 

{Sxtrtday, December $th) 

The Boston S5rmphony Orchestra was scheduled that 
afternoon to play a Bach Concerto and Beethoven's 
C-Minor Symphony ; and Vcnce, on leaving the District 
Attorney's ofhee, rode direct to Carnegi Hall. He«sat 
through the concert in a stale of relaxed receptivity, and 
afterwards insisted on walking the two miles back to his 
quarters — an almost unheard-of thing for him. 

Shortly after dinner Vance bade me good night and, 
donning his slippers and ho use -robe,, went into the 
library, I had considerable work to do that night, and it 
was long past midnight when f finished. On the way to 
my room I passed the library door, wliich had been loft 
slightly ajar, and I saw Vance sitting at his desk — his 
head in his hands, the summary lying before him — in an 
attitude of oblivious concentration. -He was smoking, as 
was habitual with him during any sort of mental activity; 
and the ash-receiver at his elbow was filled with cigarette- 
stubs. I moved on quietly, niarv'clling at the way this 
new problem had taken hold of him. 

It was half-past three in the morning when I suddenly 
awoke, conscious of footsteps somewhere in the house. 
Rising quietly, I went into the hall, drawn by a vague 
curiosity mingled with uneasiness. At tl^ end of the 
corridor a panel of light fell on tht wall, and as 1 moved 
forward in the semi-darkness 1 saw that the light issued 
from the partly-open library door. At the same time I 
became aware that the footsteps, too, came from that 
room. 1 could not resist looking inside; and there 1 saw 
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Vance walking up and down, his chin sunk On bis breast, 
his hands crammed into the deep pockets of his dressing- 
gown. The room was d(Pnse with cigarette-smoke. and 
his figure appeared misty in the blue haze. I went back 
to bed and lay awake for a hour. Whed finally 1 dozed 
off it was to the accompaniment of those rhythmic foot- 
falls in the library. 

I rose at eight o'clock. It was a dark, dismal Siinday, 
and I ^d my coffee in Jthe living-room by eleitric light. 
When 1 glanced into tlie library at nine Vance was still 
there, sitting at his desk. The reading-lamp was burning 
but the fire on the hearth had died out. Returning to 
the living-room, I tried to interest myself in the Sufidify 
iv.'wspapcrs; but after scanning the accounts of the 
Greene case I lit niy pipe and drew up my chair before 
the grate. • 

It was nearly ten o’«'lock when Vance appeaft?d at tho 
do^. All nmht he had been up, wrestling with his self- 
imposed proolcin; and the devitalizing effects of this 
long, slee]>less concent nit ion showed on him only too 
phiinly. There were shadowed circles around his eyes; 
his mouth was drawn; and even his shoulders sagged 
wearily. But, despite the shock his appearance gave me, 
ray dominant emotion v^;ps one of avid curiosity. I 
wanted to know the outcome of this all-night vigil; 
and as he came into tlie room I gave him a look of ques- 
tioning cxpectan•o^ 

When Ihs eyes met mine he nodded slowly. 

“ I’ve traced the dc&ign," he said, holding out his hands 
to tlic warmth of the lire. “And it's more horrible than. 
I even imagined." He was rilent for some minutes. 
“Telephone Markham for me, wall 3 >^ou, Van? Tell him 
I must see him at once. Ask him to come to breakfast. 
Explain that I'm a bit fagged." 

He went out, and I heard him calling to Currie top 
prepare his bath. 

I had no 4ifliculty in inducing Markham to breakfast 
with us after 1 had explained the situation; and in less 
than an hour he arrived. Vance was dressed and shaved, 
and looked considerably fresher than when 1 had first 
seen hhn that morning; but he was still pale, and his 
eyes were fatigued. 
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No mentid!i was made oi the Gieeneease dmlDg break** 
fast, but wheivjm had sought easy chairs in the library 
Markham could withhold impatience no longer. 

''Van intimated over the 'phone that you haid made 
something out of the summary." 

"Yes." Vance ^oke di^iritedty. "I've fitted all 
the items together. And it*8*damnable I No wonder 
the tmth^ escaped us." 

Markhmn leaned forward, his face tense, unbelieving. 

"You know the truth?" 

"Yes, I know," came the quiet answer. "That is, my 
brain has told me conclusively who's at the bottom of this 
fiendish afiair; but even now — ^in the daylight — I can't 
credit it. Everything in me revolts against the acceptance 
of the truth. The fact is, I'm almost afraid io accept 
it. . . , Dash it all, I'm getting mellow. Middle-age has 
crept u|£n me." He attempted to smile, but fs^ed. 

Markham waited in silence. , * 

"No, old man," continued Vance; "I'm not going to 
tell you now. I can't tell you until I've looked into one 
or two matters. You see, the pattern is plain enough, 
but the recognizable objects, set in their new relati^- 
ships, are grotesque — ^like the shapes in «an awful dream. 
I must first touch them and nysasure them to make sure 
that they're not, after all, mere abortive vagaries." 

" And how long will this verification take ? " Markham 
knew there was no use to try to foiee the issue. He 
realized that Vance was fully conscious of the dbriousness 
of the situation, and respected his decision to investigate 
certain points before revealing his conclusions 

" Not long, I hope." Vance went to his desk and wrote 
something on a piece of paper, which he handed to Mark- 
ham. " Here's a list of the five books in Tobias’s library 
that showed signs of having been read by the noctuxn^ 
^visitor. 1 wan^ those books Markham — ^Immediately. 
But 1 don't want anyone to know about their being 
taken away. Therefore, I'm going to ask you to ’phone 
Nurse O'Brien to get Mrs. Greenote key and secure them 
when no one is looking. Tell her to wrap them up and 
give them to the detective on guard in the bouse wt^ 
instructions to bring them here. You can explain to 
her what section of the bo(^-shelves they’re in*" 
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Markliam took tke paper andcpose without^a wonL At 
the door of the dea, however^ he paused. 

*'Do you think it wise fck the man to leave the house? 

^'It won't matter/' Vance told him. V^othing mmo 
can happen there at present/* 

Markham went on tntc^ the den. In ^ few minutes he 
returned. 

"The books will be here in half an hour/' ^ « 

Wheih the detective arrived with the package Vance 
unwrapped it and laid the volumes beside his chair. 

"Now, Markham, I'm going to do some reading. 
You won't mind, what?" Despite his casual tone, 
was evident that an urgent seriousness underla}^his 
Words, tt 

Markham got up' immediately; and again C marvelled 
at the coidplete understanding that existed^ between 
th^e two desperate ntbn. * 

'“I have a number of personal letters to vrrite/' he said, 
**so I'll run along. Currie's omelet was excellent. When 
shall 1 see you again ? I could drop round at tea-time." 

Vance h^ out his hand with a look bordering on 
affection. 

^ "Make it five o’clock. I’ll be through with my per- 
iisings by then. And thteks for your tolerance." Then 
he added gravely: "You'll understand, after I've told 
you everything, why I wanted to wait a bit." 

When lijarkhaifi retunicd that afternoon a little befenre 
five Vance was still reading in the library; but shortly 
afterwards he joined us in the living-room. 

"The^ picture clarifies," he said. "The fantastic 
images are gradually taking oh the aspect of hideous 
realities. I've substantiated several points, but a few 
facts still need corroboration." 

"to vindicate your hypothesis?" 

"No, not that. The hypothesis is self-proving.^ 
There's no doubt as to the truth. But— dash it all, 
Mmrkhami— < refuse to accept it until every scrap of 
evidence has been indbntestably sustained." 

"Is the evidence of such a nature that I can use it in 
a court of law?" 

"That is something I refuse even to consider. Critninal 
pcoceediiigs seem utterly irri^evaat in the present case. 



THE GREENE MURDER C^SE 

But 1 suppoie society m|fist have its pound of flesh, and 
you — ihe duly elected Shyloek of God’s great common 
people — ^will no doubt wield® the knife. However, t 
assure you I sliall not be present at the butchery.” 

Markham studied him curiously. 

’’Your words ^ound rather <)piiift)us. But if, as you 
say, you have ^^iscovered the perpetrator of these crimes, 
why ^OT^^fln't society exact punishment?” 

"If society were omniscient, Markham, it woidd have 
a right to sit in judgment. But society is ignorant and 
venomous, devoid of any trace of insight or .understand- 
ii^q. It exalts knavery, and worships stupidity. It 
cruefties the intelligent, and puts the diseased in dun- 
geons. And, withal, it arrogates to itself tlie right and 
iibility to analyse the sublU' sourcc^s of what it calls 
'crime,* and to condemn to death all person? w’hose in- 
born aucf irresistible impulfi's it 'docs not like. That’s 
your sweet society, Markham — a pack of wolves wafer- 
ing at the mouth for victims on whom to vent its organ- 
i 2 Cd lust to kill and flay.** 

Markliam regarded him with some astonishment and 
considerable concern. 

"Perhaps you arc preparing to let tlwf criminal escape 
in the present case," he said witrfl the irony of resentment. 

"Oh, no," Vance assured him. "I shall turn your 
victim over to you. The Greene murderer is of a particu- 
larly vicious type, and should be rendered imijotent. I 
was merely trying to suggest that the electric chair — 
that touchin’ device of >*our beloved society — is not 
quite the correct method of dealing with this culprit. '* 

"You admit, however,* that he is a menace to society." 

" Undoubtedly. And the hideous thing alx)ut it is that 
this tournament of crime at the Greene mansion will 
continue unless we can put a stop to it. That’s why I am 
^eing so careful. As the case now stands, I doubt if you 
could even make an arrest." 

When tea was over Vance got up and stfbtched him- 
self. • 

"By the by, Markham,” he said off-hnndedly, "have 
you received any report on SibcUa’s activities ? " 

"Nothing important. She’s still in Atlantic City, 
and evidently intends to stay there for some time. She 
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phoned Sproot yesterday to ser^ down anofiier trunkf ui 
of her clothes.” 

”Did she, now? Thit’s very gratifyin'.” Vance 
walked to the door -with sudden rcsolutioi^; ” I think I’ll 
run out to the Greenes* for a little while. I shan’t be gone 
over an hour. Wait iSr mg here, Markhan} — ^tlicre’s a good 
fellow; I don’t want my visit to have an official flavour. 
There’s a new Simplicissintus on the table to synuae you 
till I rdurn. Con it and thank your own special gods 
that you have no Thony or Gulbraiissen in tliis country 
to caricaturg your Gladstonian features." 

As he .spoke he beckoned to me, and, before Markhajp 
could question him, we passed out into the hall and dBwn 
the siaire. Fifteen minutes later a taxicab set us down 
before the Greene fnansion. 

Sproot opened the door for ns. and Vance, wjj,h only a 
curt greeting, led him* into ^he drawing-room* 

'*! understand," be said, "that Miss Sibella ’phoned 
you yesterday from Atlantic City and asked to have a 
trunk shipped to her." 

Sproot bowed, "Yes, sir, I sent the trunk off last 
night." 

"What did Mfss Sibclla say to you over the ’phone? " 

"Very little, sir — tlie Connection was not good. She 
said merely that she had no intention of returning to 
New York for a considerable tinu; and needed more 
clothes tl^ she fiad taken with her." 

"Did she ask how things were going at the bouse 
hero ? " 

" Only in the most casual way , sir." 

"Then she didn’t seem apprehensive about what 
might happen hdre while she w'as away ? " 

" No, sir. In fact — if I may say so without disloyalty 
~her tone of voice was quite indifferent, sir." 

Judging from her remarks about the trunk, how lon^ 
would you say she intends to be away ? " 

Sproot coSsidered the matter. 

"That's difficult tc^say, sir. But I w’ould go so fat 
as to venture the opinion that Miss Sibella intends to 
vemain in Atlantic City for a month or more.” 

Vance nodded with satisfaction. 

"And now, Sproot,” he said, "I have a particularly 
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important facstion to ask 3 rott. Wh^ yon first went 
inlo Miss Ada's room on the ni^t she was shot and found 
h^ cm the floor before the dre^ing-table, was Ihe window 
open? ThinkJ I want a positive answer. You know 
the window is just beside the dressing-table and over- 
looks the steps leading to the stSne balcony. Was it 
open or shut ?# 

Spioo^contracted his brows and appeared to be recall- 
ing the scene. Finally he spoko. and there wassio doubt 
in his voice. 

'* The window was open, sir. I recall it lyw quite dis- 
&ctly. After Mr. Chester and 1 had lifted Miss Ada to 
th^^bed, I closed it at once for fear she would catch 
cold." 

"How far open was the window ?**' asked Vance with 
eager impatience. 

"Eight or nine inches, ibr, 1 Should say. Perhaps a 
foot." , f 

"Thank you, Sproot. That will be all. Now please 
tell the cook I want to see her." 

Mrs. Mannheim came in a few minutes later, and Vance 
indicated a chair near the desk-light. When the woman 
had seated herself he stood before her and fixed her with 
a stem, implacable gaze. «* 

" Frau Mannheim, the time for truth-telling has come. 
I am here to ask you a few questions, and unless I receive 
a straight answer to them I shall rep^ 3 rou tc^ the police. 
You will, I assure you, receive no consideration at their 
hands." • 

The woman tightened her lips stubbornly and shifted 
her eyes, unable to sheet Vance’s penetrating stare. 

"You told me once that your husband died in 
Orleans thirteen years ago. Is that correct ? " 

Vance's question seemed to relieve her mmd« and she 
answered readily. 

" Yes, yes. Thirteen years ago.'^ 

"What month?" 

"In October." 

"Had he been ill long?** 

"About a year." 

"What was the nature of his illness?** 

Now a look of fright came into hot eyes. 
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“I— dim't k!iow--*exac^ she stamniired. ^ **Th6 
doctors didn't let me see him." ^ 

"He was in a hospKal?^' 

She nodded several times rapidly. " Yes — a hospital.’* 

"And 1 believe you told me, Frau Maniideim, that yon 
saw Mr* Tobias Grc€ne a year before your husband's 
death.. That would ha^ been about time your 
husband entered the hospital — ^fourteen y&xs 

She loj^ed vaguely at^Vance, but made no r^ly. 

"And it was exactly fourteen years ago that Mr, 
Greene adopted Ada." 

The womln caught her breath ^arply. A look of 
panic contorted her face. gm • 

"So when your husband died/' continued Vance, "you 
came to* Mr. Greene, knowing he would give you a 
position." 

He went up to her*and touched her hliallf on the 
^o'sldcr. 

"I have suspected for some time, Frau Mannheim," 
he said kindly, "that Ada is your daughter. It's true, 
isn't it?" 

With a convulsive sob the woman hid her face in her 
apron. , 

"I gave Mr. Greene my-^ord," she confessed brokenly, 
"that I wouldn’t tell anyone — ^not even Ada — ^if he let 
me stay here — ^to be near her." 

" You haven’t told anyone," Vance consoled her. " It 
was not yflur fault that I guessed it." 

When Mrs. Mannheim left us a little later Vance had 
succeed^ in allaying her apprehension and distress. He 
then sent for Ada. 

As she enteredvihe drawing-room the troubled look in 
h^ eyes and the pallor of her cheeks told clearly of the 
strain she was under. Her hrst question voiced the fear 
uppermost in. her mind. 

"Have you found out anything, Mr. Vance?" She 
^ke withean air of pitiful di^uragement. "It's 
texible a]piie here in tkis big house — e^dally at nis^t« 
Eveiy sound 1 hear. . . 

"You mustn't let your imagination get the best of 

C , Ada," Vance counselled her. Then he added: "Wo 
W a lot more now than we did, and before long^ I 
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hofnei al! vovir iears will be done away nftth. In fact, it's 
in T^ara to what weive found out that I've >come 
here to-day, I thought peitfiaps you could help me 
again/' * 

only I could! But IVe thought and thought, . . 

Vance smiled. t 

“Let us do the thinking, Ada. What I wanted to ask 
you ijf this: doTyou know if Sibella speaks German well? " 

The gfirl appeared surprised. 

“Why, yes. And so did Julfa and Chester fad Rex. 
Father insisted on their learning it. And he spoke it too 
• — ^almost as well as he spoke English, As fof Sibella, I've 
dxira heard her and Doctor Von Blon talking in German." 

“But she spoke with an accent, I suppose." 

“A slight accent — she'd never been long in Germany, 
But she spoke German very well." » 

“Thak^s what I wanted t© be syre of." 

“ Then you do know something I " Her voice quavered 
with eagerness. “Oh, how long before tllis awful sus- 
pense will be over? Every night for weeks I've been 
afraid to turn out my lights and go to sleep." 

“You needn't be afraid to turn out your lights now," 
'Vance assured her. “ There won't be ai^ more attempts 
on your life, Ada." , 

She looked at him for a moment searcliingly, and some- 
thing in his manner seemed to hearten her. When we 
took our leave the colour had come bfu:k to her cheeks. 

Markham was pacing the library restlessly when we 
arrived home. 

“ I've checlced several more points," Vance announced. 
“ But I've missed the in\portant one — the one that would 
explain the unbelievable hideousness pf the thing I've 
unearthed." 

He went directly into the den, and we could hear* him 
{^telephoning. Returning a few minutes later, he looked 
anxiously at his watch. Then he rang for Currie and 
ordered his bag packed for a week's trip, « 

“ I'm going away, Markham," Ijp said, -‘u'm going to 
travel — ^they say it broadens the mind. My train de- 
parts in less than an hour; and I'll be away a week. Can 
you bear to be without me for so long? However, 
nothing will happen in connection with the Greene c^e 
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during my absence. In fact^ l*d advise to dudve 
it temporarily." 

He would say no morepand in half an hour he was 
ready to go. . 

" There's one thing you can do for me while I’m away," 
he told Markham, as he slipped into his overcoat. 
"Please have drawn up fbr me a compile and detailed 
weather report |jroni the day preceding Jmia’s dea^ to 
the day |ollowing Rex's murder." • 

He would not let eitlier Markham or me accompany 
him to the station, and we were left in ignorance of even 
the directioiP in which his mysterious trip was to take 
him. 8t» • 


Chapter »XV The Capture 

(Monday, December i^fk ; 4 pjn,) 

It was eight days before Vance returned to New York. 
He arrived on the afternoon of Monday, December 13th, 
and, after he had had his tub and changed his clothes, 
he telephoned M^sirkham to expect him in half an hour. 
He then ordered his Hisp^no-Suiza from the garage; and 
by this sign I knew he was under a nervous strain. In 
fact, he had spoken scarcely a dozen words to me since 
his return, and as4ie picked his way down-town through 
the late af^rnoon trafQc he was gloomy and preoccupied. 
Once I ventured to ask him if his trip had been successful, 
and he jiiad merely nodded. But when we turned into 
Centre Street he relented a little, and said; 

"There was ne^er any doubt as to the success of my 
trip, Van. I knew what I'd find. But I didn't dare 
trust my reason ; I had to see the records with my own eyes 
before I'd capitulate unreservedly to the conclusion I'di 
formed." 

* Both Mar]|;ham and Heath were waiting for us in the 
District Attoifiey’s otipe. It was just four o'clock, and 
the sun had alr^dy dropped below the New York Life 
Building which towered about the old Criminal Courts 
Structure a block to the south-west. 

•*l took it for granted you had something important 
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to tdQ Markham; '^ao 1 askSd the aeiseaiit to 

^me here/' 

''¥es^ I've much to tell.'^ Vance had tbrovm him- 
self into a chair, and was lighting a cigarette. '* But 
fimt 1 want to know if anything has happened in my 
absence." 

"Nothing. ^ Vour jmgnostftation was quite accurate. 
Thi^ have been quiet and apparently normal at the 
Greene hansion." 

"Anyhow," interposed Heath, "we may have a little 
better chance this week of getting hold of ^something to 
work on. Sibella returned from Atlantic City yester&y» 
hf!!d Von Blon's been hanging round the house ever since." 

"Sibella back? " Vance sat up, and his ey^s became 
intent. 

"At six o’clock yesterday evening," saiQ Markham. 
*'The ni^wspaper man at the beach ferreted her out and 
ran a sensational story about her. After jthat theqioor 
girl didn't have an hour's peace; so yesterday ^e packed 
up and came back. We got word of the move through 
the men the sergeant had set to watch her. I ran out to 
see her this morning, and advised her to go away again. 
But she was pretty thoroughly disgusted, and stubborn- 
ly refused to quit the Greece house — said death was 
preferable to being hounded by reporters and scandal- 
mongers." 

Vapee had risen and moved to thetwindow, where he 
stood scanning the grey skyline. * 

" Sibella's back, eh ? " he murmured. Then he turned 
round. " Let me see that weather r^rt I askf d you to 
prepare for me." *• 

Markham reached into a drawer and handed him a 
typewritten sheet of paper. 

After perusing it, he tossed it back on the desk, 
e- " Keep that, Markham. You’ll need it when you face 
your twelve good men and true." 

"What is it you have to tell ng, Ibnce?’* The 
seigeant *8 voice was impatient deri^ite hi$ ^ort to oontrdl 
it. "Mr. Markham said you had a line on the case. Bor 
Godh sake, sir, if yon've got any evidence uffSatAi any 
one,dlpittoineandletmeiiiaheanam8t r»|;etttag 
thin xmryiog over this damn biudiieei^?^ 
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Vaace dsow biioMf togetiier. 

"YeS, 1 know wilo the muidcter is* S^eattit; and I" 
have the evidence-«ihoiigh%t wasn't my plan to tell yon 
fast yet. However-^" he went to the door with |^ki| 
resolutiott-— *'we can't delay matters any* longer now. 

, Our hand has been fotned. Get into your^coat, Sergeant 
— and yon* too* Markham* We'd better ^t out to the 
Greene house bef^ dark." ^ 

"But* damn it all* Vapcel" Markham expostulated. 
*'Why don't you tell us what’s in your mind?" 

" 1 can't explain now — ^you'U understand why later " 

"If you know so much* Mr. Vance*" broke in Heath* 
"what's keeping us from making an arrest?" 

"You'ip going to make your arrest* Sergeant — ^inside 
of an hour." Though ho gave the promise without 
enthusiasm* ^t acted electrically on both Heath and 
Markham. 

Fi^e minul^ later the lour of us were driving up 
West Broadway in Vance’s car. 

Sproot as usual admitted us without the faintest 
^ow of interest* and stood aside respectfully for us to 
enter. 

"We wish to see Miss Sibella*" said Vance. "Please 
tell her to come to the drawing-room — alone." 

"I'm sorry* sir* but Miss Sibella is out." 

"Then tell Miss Ada we want to see her." 

" Miss Ada is out also* sir." The butler's unemotional 
tone soundid strangely incongruous in the tense atmo- 
sphere we had brought with us. 

"Whea do you expect them back?" 

"1 couldn't say* sir. They went out motoring to- 
gether. They pnebably won't be gone long. Would 
you gentlemen care to wait?" 

Vahce hesitated. 

" Yes^ we'U wait*" he decided* and walked towards the^ 
diawing-cDom. 

9ut ito lufidfeaiely reached the archway when he turned 
sttdidenly and t&Ued to%>root* who was retreating slowly 
to^wards the rear cd the h^ 

"Yon ady Misa Sibella and Mias Ada went motodidt 
tegetlM? BowUmgage?" 

"About Aftetm sdnutee-^maybe tweiity*; 
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barely pezC^tible lift of the man’s eyebrows indicated 
that he was greatly astonished by Vance’s sudden bhange 
of manner. ^ 

"Whose car did they go in?" 

"In Doctor Von Blon's. He was here to tea ’’ . 

"And who ijuggested the ride,*3proot?" 

"I really couldn’t say, siK They were sort of de- 
batifig about it when 1 came in to clrar away the tea 
things.*^ p 

"Repeat everything you heard I” Vance spohd 
rapidly and with more than a trace of excitement. 

"When I entered tlie room the doctor was saying as 
TiBw he thought it would be a good thing for the young 
ladies to get some fresh air; and Miss Sibella {$aid she’d 
bad enough fresh air.” « 

"And Miss Ada?” 

"I dfln’t remember her1»aying anything, sir." 

"And they went out to the car while yop were hdie r " 
"Yes, sir. I opened the door for them.” 

"And did Doctor Von Blon go in the car with them ? " 
" Yes. But I believe they were to drop him at Mrs. 
Riglander’s, where he had a professional call to make. 
From what he said as he went out I gathered that the 
young ladies were then to talpe a drive, and that he was 
to call here for the car after dinner.” 

/‘Whiit?" Vance stiffened, and his eyes burned upon 
the old butler. "Quick, Sprootl Db you know where 
Mrs. Kiglander lives ? ” ^ 

"On Madison Avenue tin the Sixties, I believe.*’ 
"Get her on the 'phone— find out if the df^ctoi has 
arrived.” ». 

1 could not help marvelling at the«^impassive way in 
which the man went to the telephone to comply with this 
astonishing and seemingly incomprehensible request. 

' When he returned his face was expressionless, 

"The doctor has not arrived at Mrs. Riglander’s, sir,** 
be reported. 

"He’s certainly had time," Vafice^comhented, half to 
himself. Then: "Who drove the car when it Mt here, 
Sproot?" 

"1 couldn’t say for certain, sir. I didn’t notice par- 
ticularly. But it’s my impression that Miss Sibella en- 
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tered the car first is though she intended to dft v e 

''Coiile» Markham I** Vance Parted for tiie door. 
"I don't like this at all. Chere's a mad idea in my 
Head. . . • Hurry, manf If something devilish should 
happen. . . 

^ We had reached the car, and Vance sprang to the wheel. 
Heath and Markham, in a haze of incomprehension but 
swept along by th|K)^er’s ominous insistendl, took tj^eir 
places in tlie tonimau; and 1 sat beside the driver’s seat. 

"We're going to break edl the traffic and speed regula- 
tions, Scrgean^" Vance announced, as he manoeuvred the 
car in the nanow street; so have your badge and cre-^ 
dentials handy. I may be taking you chaps on a wiid^“ 
goose chas^, but we've got to risk it." 

We darted towards JFirst Avenue, cut the comer short, 
and turned uptown. At 59th Street we swung west and 
went toward Columbus Circle.^ A surface car helcf us up 
at Lexington ^venue; and at Fifth Avenue we were 
stopped by a fxaffic officer. But Heath showed his card 
and spoke a few words, and we struck across Central 
P^rk. Swinging perilously round the curves of the drive- 
ways, we came out into 8ist Street and headed for River- 
side Drive. There was less congestion here, and we made 
between forty and fifty miles an hour all the way to 
Dyckman Street. 

It was a nerve-racking ordeal, for not only had the 
l^adU>ws of eveningtf alien, but the streets were slippery 
in places whdte the melted snow had frozen in large sheets 
along the sloping sides of the Drive. Vance, however, was 
an excellent driver For two years he had driven the 
same car, and he understocKl thoreughly how to handle 
it» .Once we skidded drunkenly, but he managed to right 
Subtraction before the rear wheels came in contact with 
the^lbigh kerbing. He kept the siren horn screeching 
constantly, and other cars drew away from us, giving us 
a fairly clear road. 

.At several ftreet intersections we had to slow down; 
^d twice we halfbd by traffic officers, but were 
liermitted to proceed the moment the occupants of tiie 
tonneau were recognized. On North Broadv/ay we were 
forced to the kerb by a motor-cycle policeman, who 
showered us with a stream of picaresque abuse. But 
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when Heibih*'had cut him short with still mom cdooifiil 
vituperation, and he tfkad made out Markham's Teatures 
in the shadows, be became ladicrously humble, and acted 
as an advance-guard for us all the way to Yonkers', 
clearing thcT road and holding up traffic at every cross- 

if n 

At the railroad tracks near Yonker's Fer^ we were 
obliged to wait several minutes for is shunting of some 
freight-cars, and Markham took this opportunity of 
venting his emotions. 

"I presume you have a good reason for this insane 
'ride, Vance," he said angrily. "But smee I'm taking my 
'iiie in my hands by accompan3dng you, I'd like to Imow 
what your objective is." 

"There's not time now for explanations," Vance re- 
plied brusquely. "Either I'm on a fool's errand, or 
there's an abominable tragedy ahead of us," His 
face was set and white, and he looked anxiousljcat his 
watch. "We're twenty minutes ahead of the usual 
running time from the Plaza to Yonkers. Further- 
more, we're taking the direct route to our destination 
— another ten minutes' saving. If the thing I fear is 
scheduled for to-night, the other car will go hy the 
Spujrten Duyvil road and through the back kuxe^ along 
the river " 

At thb moment the crossing-bars were lifted, and our 
car jerked forward, pickmg up spwcd with breathless 
rapidity. 

Vance's words had se^ a train of thought going in my * 
mind. The SpU3d;en Duyvil Road — ^the back 'anes along 
the river. . . . Suddenly there flashed on my brain a 
memory of that other nde we had .aken weeks before 
with Sibella and Ada and Von Blon; and a sense of 
something inimical and indescribably horriMn'g took 
possesssion of me. I tried to recall the details cS ilmt ride 
— ^how we had turned of! the main road^ at Dyckman 
Street, skirted the palisades through old wooded estates, 
travel^ private hedge-lined roSdways,*'entexed Yonkecs 
from Riverdale Rosm, turned again from the 
highway past the Ardsley Country Club, taken the little- 
used road along the river towards Tarrytown , and stopped 
on the high cliff to « panoramic view, of the Huooon. 
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• . .. 73iat cliff ovMboldng tile waters of tSie ]yverl Ah, 
now I jemembered Sibella*8 cru^ jest — ^her supposedly 
satuiciQ suggestion of how^a perfect murder might be 
dCDmmitte4 there. And on the instant of that recollection 
1 Itnew where Vance was heading — 1 understood the 
l^ng^ he feared! He believed that another ''car was also 
® heading for that lonely' precipice beyond Ardsley — a car 
that had nearly b^f an hour start. ... t. 

We were nowOelow the Longue Vue hiu, an<J a ’few 
moments*later we swung into the Hu^n Rosul. At 
Dobbs Ferry another officer stepped in our path and 
waved frantkally; but Heath» leaning oyer the nmningr 
board, tiiouted some unintelligible words, and Vancj^ 
without slackening speed, skirted the officer and plun|;eld 
ahead towards Ardsley. 

Ever since, we had passed Yonkers, Vance had been 
inspecting every large car a\png the way. He- was, 1 
knew^ looking for Von Blon's low-hung yellow Daimler* 
But mere had been no sign of it, and as he threw on 
the brakes preparatory to turning into the narrow road 
hy the ^untxy Qub golf-links, I heard him mutter hall 

•'GM help ,us if we'te too late I 

We made tiie turn at the Ardsley station at such a 
jiate of speed that 1 held %ny breath for fear we would 
upset; and I had to grip the seat with both hands to 
l&ep xpy balance ap we jolted over the rough road along 
the ri^r le^el. We took the hill before us in high«gear, 
and dimbed swiftly to the dirt roadway along the edge 
of the bluff beyond. * 

Scatel3/* had we rounded the hiirs crest when an 
ttclamatiou broke from Vance^ and simultaneously 1 
noticed a ffickeriffg red light bobbing in the distance. A 
new spurt of speed brought us perceptibly nearer to the 
car l>sfpM ns, and it was but a few moments before we 
could make out its lines and colour. There was no 
ndstaking Vopr Blon's great Daimler. 

*^Hide yourtfaces," j^ance shouted over his shoulder 
to Markham and Heath. *'Don't let anyone see you aa^ 
we pass car ahead.'* 

' t the tvW the iint and oiil« tiiea during thy cntin iriauiab^ with Vtooa 
tfaat I ever heud him use a Setj^tan^. 
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S! leaned ov^r below the panel of tb/j front door, and a 
few seconds later a {udden swerve told me i^t we 
were about circling the Daipler. The next moment we 
were back in the road, rushing forward in the lead. 

Half a mi\e farther on the road narrowed. There was a 
deep ditch on one side and dense shrubbery on the other. 
Vance quickly threw on the brakes, and our rear wheels ‘ 
skidded on IJbe hard frozen earth, bringing us to a halt 
with OKT car turned almost at right-arigies with the road, 
completely blocking the way. *• * 

“Out, you chaps!" called Vance. 

We had no more than alighted when 'the other car 
^rpve up and, with a grinding of brakes, came to a 
lurching halt within a few feet of our machine. Vance 
had run back, and as the car reached a standstill he threw 
open the front door. The rest of’ us had instinctively 
<;gx)wdei after him, urge^ forward by some undefined 
MSWse of excitement and dread foreboding. The Daimler 
of the sedan type with small high *windowS, and 
even with the lingering radiance of the western sky and 
tfie dashboard illumination 1 could barely make out the 
figures inside. But at that moment Heath's pocket flash- 
light blazed in the semi-darkness. 

The sight that met my straining ejfes was paralysing. 
During the drive 1 had spetulated on the outcome of 
our tragic adventure, and 1 had pictured several hateful 
possibilities. But I was wholly unprepared for the 
revelation that confronted me. 

The tonneau of the car was empty; and, contrary 
to my suspicions, there was no sign of Von Blon. In the 
front seat were the two girls. Sibclla was on the farther 
side, slumped down in 'ihe comer, her head hanging for- 
ward. On her temple was an ugly cut, and a stream of 
blood ran down her cheek. At the wheel sat Ada, glower- 
ing at us with cold ferocity. Heath's flash-liglit fell 
directly on her face, and at first she did not recognize us. 
But as her pupils became adjusted to thetglare her ggze 
concentrated on Vance, and a^ffoul epit^het burst fro]m 
her. 

Simultaneously her right hand dropped from the 
wheel to the seat beside her, and when she raised it 
again it held a small glittering revolver. There was a 
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fla^ of flame and'a sharp report, followed hy%, shattering 
of ghtes where the bullet had\truck the wind-shield. 
Vance had been standing ^th one foot on the running- 
' board leaning into the car« and, as Ada's arm came up 
with the revolver, he had snatched her wrftt and held it. 

“No, my dear,** cftme^his drawling yoice, strangely 
calm and without animosity; “you shan't add me to 
your list. I ws^ rather expecting that ifiove, .don't y' 
know." • ^ , • 

Ada, frusti*ated in her attempt to shoot him, hurled 
herself upoo him with savage fury. Vile abuse and 
unbelievable blasphemies poured from her snarling li^. 
Her wrath, feral and rampant, utterly possessed •hS*. 
She wa^ like a wild animal, conicred and conscious of 
defeat, yet fighting^with a last instinct of hopeless des- 
peration. A^ce, however, had secured both hjr wrists, 
and could have brokei^ her tirms with a single* twist of 
his ]||ands; t^t he treated her almost tenderly, like a 
father subduing an infuriated child. Stepping back 
quickly he drew her into the roadway, where she 
continued her struggles with renewed violence . 

“Come, Sergeant 1“ Vance spoke with wx'ary exaspera- 
tion. “You'd better put haiidcufls on her. I don't want 
t<T hurt her." 

Heath had stood watching the amazing drama in a 
state of bewilderment, apparently too nonplussed to 
move. But Vaneevs voice awakened him to sharp activity. 
There were two metallic clicks, and Ada suddenly relax^ 
into a listless attitude of sullen tractability. She leaned 
panting sgainst the side of the car as if too weak to stand 
alone. ? 

Vance bent ower and picked up the revolver which 
had fallen to the road. With a cursory glarice at it he 
handed it to Markham. ^ 

“There's Cnester's gun," he said. Then he indicated 
Ada with a pitying movement of the head. “Take her 
td your oflfi^^Markh^ — ^Van will drive the car. I'll 
join you there as soon^s I can. 1 must get Sibella to a 
hospital." 

He stepped briskly into the Daimler. There was a 
shifting of gears, and with a few deft manipulations he 
levers^ the car in the nazrow road. 
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"And wftich her. Sergeant!" he flung baol;» as tibe 
car darted away toward! Ar(Mey. » 

1 drove Vance's car back fl> the city. Markham and 
Heath sat in the rear seat with the girl between them. ’ 
Hardly a worQ was spoken during the entire hour-and-a* 
half's ride. Several times I glanced behind me at the 
silent trio. M^kham and the sergeant appeared com- 
plete!^ stuniftd by the surprising tnl^h that had just 
been revealed to them. Ada huddled between them, sat 
apathetically with closed eyes, her head forward. Once 
I noticed that she pressed a handkerchief to her face 
with her manacled hands; and 1 thought I heard the 
^ufld of smothered sobbing. But I was too nervous to 
pay any attention. It took every effort of in,y will to 
keep my mind on my driving. 

As I drew«up before the Franklin Street 'entrance of 
the Crinunal Courts Buildmg and was about to shut off 
the engine, a startled exclamation from Heath c;^used 
me to release the switch. 

"Holy Mother of God!" I heard him say in a hoarse 
voice. Then he thumped me on the back. ** Get to the 
Beekman Street Hospital — as quick as hell, Mr. Van 
Dine. Damn the traffic lights! Step on it! " 

Without looking round I knew What had happened. 

1 swung the car into Centre Street again, and fairly raced 
for the hospital. We carried Ada into the emergency 
ward,^ Hea& bawling loudly for the ddctor as we passed 
through the door. 

It was more than an hour later when Vance entered 
the District Attorney's office, where Markham and 
Heath and 1 were waiting. He glanced quickly round the 
room and then looked at our faces. 

"1 told you to watch her. Sergeant," he said, sinking 
into a chair; but there was neither reproach nor regret 
in his voice. 

None of us spoke. Despite the effect Ada's suicide 
had had on us, we were waiting, with a^’ldnd of coh- 
science-stricken anxiety, for newr of the <fther girl whom 
all of us, 1 think, had vaguely suspected. 

Vance understood our silence and nodded reassuringly. 

"Sibella's all right. I took her to the Trinity Hospiw 
in Yonkers. A slight concussion — ^Ada had struck her 
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with a box-wrench which was always under the 
front isat. She'll be out in a fe# days. I registered her 
^ at the hospital as Mrs. Vofl Blon, and then 'phoned her 
husband. I caught him at home, and he hurried out. 
He's with her now. Incidentally, the reaSon we didn't 
reach him at Mrs. Riglan^er's is because he stopped at 
the office for his medicine-case. That delay saved SibeUa’s 
life. Otherwise^^'^doubt if we'd have reaclfbd h^ before 
Ada hadnn her over the precipice in the machme." 

He drew deeply on his cigarette for a moment. Then 
he lifted his eyebrows to Markham. 

•' Cyanide of potassium ? " 

Markham gave a slight start. * * 

"Ycs-»or so the doctor thinks. There was a bitter- 
almond odour on he^r lips." He shot his bead forward 

angrily, "fiut it you knew " ^ 

"Oh, I wouldn't havp stopped it in any case," mter- 
niptud Vanca. "I discharged my wholly mythical duty 
to the State when I warned the sergeant. However, I 
didn't know at the time. Von Blon just gave me the 
infoxrnation. When 1 told him what had happened I 
asked him if he had ever lost any other poisons — ^you see, 

1 couldn't imagine anyone planning so devilish and 
haiardous on exploit as«the Greene murders without 
preparing for the eventuality of failure. He told me he'd 
nds^ a tablet of cyanide from his dark room about 
three months agoT And when 1 jogged his memqry he 
recalled that Ada had been poking round there and 
asking questions a few days before. The one cyanide 
tablet was probably all she dared take at the time; so 
iffie kept it for herself in case of/an emergency."* 

"What I wanbto know, Mr. Vance," said Heath, "is 
how she worked this scheme. Was there anyone else in 
on thjs deal ? " < 

"No, Sergeant. Ada planned and executed every part 
of it." . 

*"But how, ^ God's^me ?" 

Vance held up his hsmd. 

* Ai I teamed later, Ooetar Von Blon, niio wee an ardent amateur photo- 
cmte, often used buf-gnmiDe tablets of cyanide of potaailum; and tbera 
had been tfaiee of them in his dark<room when Ada had called. Soifenl days 
later, when penaitoc to radevekn) a {date, be eoold only find tiva, hat had 
thoniht mtleef thSM nntil queawoed by Vanm. 
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"It's all veiy simple, Sergeant — once you have the 
key. What misled usS^ ^^e fiendish cleveme&s and 
audadty of the plot. But there's no longer any need to ^ 
speculate about it. I have a printed and bound explana- 
tion of everyfliing that happened. And it's not a fictional 
or speculative explanation, l^t's alitual criminal history, « 
garnered and recorded by the greatest expert on the 
subject jthe ^orld has yet known — DSijtor Hans Gross, 
of Vienna." - ' • 

He rose and took up his coat. 

"I 'phoned Currie from the hospital, an^ he has a 
l^lated dinner waiting for all of us. When we have eaten, 
I'll ‘present you with a reconstruction and exposition of 
the entire case." w 


Chapter XXVI The Astounding Tiruth 

(Monday, December i^ih ; ii p,m,) 

"As you know, Markham," Vance began, when we were 
seated about the library fire late thatr night, "I finally 
succeeded in putting together «the items of my summary 
in such a way that I could see plainly who the murderer 
was,* Once I had found the basic pattern, every detail 
fitted iperfectly into a plastic whole. Tfre technique of the 
crimes, however, remained obscure; so I asaed you to 
send for the books in Tobias's library — I was sure they 
would tell me what I wanted to know. First, I went 
through Gross's 'Handbuch fiir Untersuchungsrichter,' 
which I regarded as the most likely sourte of information. 
It is an amazing treatise, Markham. It covers the entire 
field of the history and science of crime; and, in addition, 
is a compendium of criminal technique, citing specific 
cases and containing detailed explanations ^d diagrams. 
Small wonder it is the world's st^dard c]{cTopscdia on fts 

* I later asked Vance to rearrange the items for roe in the order of hb final 
sequence. The distribution, which told him the truth, was as loUows: 3, 4* 
44, 92. 9. 6, a. 47. X, 5, 32, 3X, 98. 8, 81, 84, 82, 7, xo, 11, 61, 15, 16, 93. 33» 94. 
76, 75, 48. 17. 38. 55. 54, x8. 39. 56. 4*, 42. 28, 43. 58, 59. 83, 74. 4®, 12, t$. 

14, 37, 22, 23, 35, 36, X9, 73, 26, ao, ai, 45, 25, 40, *7. 29, 30, 57, 77, 24, 78, 79. 
5X 50. 52, 53, 49, 95. 80, 85, 86, 87. 88, 60, fia, 64, 63, 66, 65, 96, «9. 67, 7*. «9. 
88, 70, 97. 90. 9X* 72. 
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subject. As I reld it, I found what I was %x>king for.” 
Ada had copied every act of hefs, every method, eveij 
device, every detail, from its pages—ZT'om actual criminal 
history I We are hardly to be blamed for our inability to 
combat her schemes; for it was not she sdone who was 
deceiving us; it waa the accumulated experience of 
hundreds of slirqyd criminlds before her, plus the analytic 
science of the '^ld*s greatest criminologist — ^Dpctor 
Hans Gipss.** ^ , • 

He paused to light another cigarette. 

“But evej when I had found the explanation of her 
crimes,” he continued, ”I felt that there was some- 
thing lacking, some fundamental penchant — ^the tliui|; 
that mac^e this orgy of horror possible and gave viability, 
so to s|^ak, to her ogerations. We knew nothing of Ada's 
early life oi*of her progenitors and inherited instincts; 
and without that knowledge the crimes, despAte their 
clear Jogic, wf re incredible. Consequently, my next step 
was to verify Ada's psychological and environmental 
sources. 1 had had a suspicion from the first that she was 
Frau Mannheim's daughter. But even when I verified 
this fact I couldn't see its bearing on the case. It was 
obvious, from oqj: inter\dew with Frau Mannheim, that 
Tobias and her husband h^d been in shady deals together 
in the old days; and she later admitted to me that her 
husband had died thirteen years ago, in October, at New 
Orleans after a y<ft,r's illness in a hospital. She also said, 
as you ma>' recall, that she had seen Tobias a year prior 
to her husband's death. This, would been fourteen 

years ag^ — ^just the time Ada was adopted by Tobias. I 
thought there might be some cqpnection between Mann- 
heim and the crii^^tes, and 1 even toyed with the idea that 
Sproot was Mannheim, and that a dirty thread of black- 
mail* ran through the situation. So I decided to investi- ^ 
gate. * My mysterious trip last week was to New Orleans; 
and there 1 had no difficulty in learning the truth. By 
J[cK>king up tSe death record^ for Octob^ thirteen years 
ligo, 1 discoveAd that Ufannheim had been in an asylum 
for the criminally insane for a year preceding his death. 
And from the police I ascertained something of his 
record. Adolph Mannheim — Ada's father — was, it seems, 
a famous German criminal and murderer, who had been 
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'sentenced fo ^eath. but had escaped the peniten- 
tia:^ at Stuttgart and come to America. I have«a sus- 
picion that the departed Tobius was, in some way, mixed 
up in that escape. But whether or not I wrong him, the 
fact remains ^that Ada's father was homicidal and a 
professional criminal. And therem lies the explanat'ry 
background of her actions. . / .** 

**You mea&. idie was crazy l^e herald man?'* a^ed 
Heath. ^ ^ 

No, Sergeant. I merely mean that the potentialities 
of criminality had been handed down to her in her blood. 
When the motive for the crimes become po\^ful, her 
inherited instincts asserted themselves." 

"But mere money/* put in Markham, "seems hardly 
a strong enough motive to inspire such atrocities' as hers." 

"It wasn't money alone that inspired her. The real 
motive Vent much deeper.* Indeed, it was perhaps the 
most powerful of human motives — a str^ge, terrible 
combination of hate and love and jealousy* and a desire 
for freedom. To begin with, she was the Cinderella in 
that abnormal Greene family, looked down upon, treated 
like a servant, made to spend her time caring for a nag- 
ging invalid, and forced — as Sibella put it — ^to earn hex 
livelihood. Can you not see h^ for fourteen years brood- 
ing over this treatment, nourishing her resentment, 
absorbing the poison about her, and coming at length to 
despise everyone in that household? *That alone would 
have *been enough to awaken her congenitrJ instincts. 
One almost wonders that she did not break forth long 
before. But another equally potent element entered the 
situation. She fell in love with Von Blon — a natural 
thing for a girl in her position to do— ^nd then learned 
that Sibella had won his afiections. Sue either knew or 
strongly suspected that they were married; and her 
normal hatred of her sister was augmented 1^ a vickms 
and eroding jealousy. . • . 

"Now, Ada was the only member of th&^ family who, 
according to the terms of old Cobias*^ will, was not 
compelled to live on the estate in event of marriage; 
and in this fact she saw a chance to snatch all the thi^ 
idle craved and at the same time to rid heradf of the 
persons against whom her whole passionate nature cried 
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but in deadly bitred. She calculated lb rid <ft the 
family, inherit the Greene millions, and set her cap for 
Von Bkm. There was vangeance, too, as a motivating 
f^tor in all this; but l*m inclined to think the amatory 
phase of the affair was the primary actuating force in the 
series of horrors sl^ later perpetrated. It gave her 
strength and courage; It lifted her into that ecstatic 
realm where el^ything seemed possible.^and where she'* 
was wiying tospay any price for the desuod and.* And 
there is one point I iffight recall parenthetically — ^you 
remember that Barton, the younger maid, told us how 
Ada sometftnes acted like a devil and used vile language. 
That fact should have given me a hint; bu^ who 
could have taken Barton seriously at that stage of the 
game? * « • 

^'To traee the origin of her diabolical scheme we must 
first consider the locked Ubniry. Alone in the house, 
bored, resentful, tied^lown — it was inevitable that this 
per^ertedly\omantic child should play Pandora. She had 
every opportunity of securing the key and hav'ing a 
dupUcate made; and so the library became her retreat, 
her escape from the gruelling, monotonous routine of her 
existence. There she ran across those books on crimin- 
•ology. They apl)ealed to her, not only as a vicious outlet 
for her smouldering, repressed hatred, but because they 
struck a responsive chord in her tainted nature. Event- 
ually she came# upon Gross's great manual, and thus 
found thr entire technique of crime laid out before her, 
with diagrams and examples — not a handbook for exam- 
ining n^istrates, but a guidb for a potential murderer! 
Slowlythe idea of her gory orgy took shape. At first per- 
haps she only ipagined, as a means of s^-gratification, 
the application of this technique of murder to those she 
hated. But after a time, no doubt, the conception be- 
came real. She saw its practical possibilities; and thc^ 
terrible plot was formulated., She created this horror, 
^aod then, with her diseased in^ination, she came to 
believe in it.eHer plausible stories to us, her superb act- 
ing, her clever deceptions — all were part of this horrible 
fantasy she had engendered. That book of Grimms* 
‘Fairy Tales*! — should have understood. Y’ see, it 
wasn't histrionism altogether on her part ; it was a kind of 
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demdniac pof^^ion. She lived her drea^n. Many young 
^ girls are like that under tfee stress of ambition and hatred. 

" Constance Kent completely, deceived the whole of 
Scotland Yard into believing in herPinnocence." 

Vance smoked a moment thoughtfully. 

‘*It*s curious how we instinctively close our eyes to 
the truth when history is htled with substantiating 
examples of tip very thing we are contemplating. The 
annals of« crime contain numerous instanr-es of ^girls in 
Ada's position who have been gililty of atrocious crimes. 
Besides the famous case of Constance Kent, there were, 
for example, Marie Boyer, and Madeleine Smith, 
and Grete Beyer.* t wonder if we*d have suspected 
them ” 

'‘Keep to the present* Vance," interposed Markham 
impatiently. "You say Ada took ull hiT jdeas from 
Gross. Eut Gross’s handbook is written in German. 
How did you know she spoke ‘German well enough 

p ** » • 

"ITiat Sunday when I went to the house with Van 
I inquired of Ada if Sibella spoke German. I put my 
questions in such a way that she could not answer without 
telling me whether or not she, too, knew German well. 
Incidentally. I wanted hpr to think that I suspected- 
Sibella, so that she would nof hasten matters until 1 
returned from New Orleans. I knew that as long 
as Sibella was in Atlantic City she » was safe from 
Ada." • 

"But what I want to know," put in Heath, "is how 
she killed Rex when she wUs sitting in Mr. Markham’s 
office." * 

"Let us take things iii order. Sergeant," answered 
Vance. "Julia was killed first becau^ she was the 
manager of the establishment. With her out of the way, 

. fVda would have a free band. And, another thing, -the 
death of Julia at the start fitted best into the scheme she 
had outline ; it gave her the most plausiblei^ setting foi« 
staging the attempted murder on l^rself. «Ada had un- 

* An account of the cases of Madeleine Smith and Conatanco Kent nay be 
foun^Hn Edmund Lester Pearson's "Murder at Smutty Nose"; and a record of 
Mary Boyer's case is included in H. B. Irving's 'fA Book of Remarkable 
Ctiminals." Crete Beyer was the last woman to be publicly executed in 
Austria. 



THE GREENE MURDER CASE* 2|9 

doubtedly heard %ome mention of Chesters ^j^lverf and 
after ^he had secured it she wajj^ed for the opportunity 
to strike the first blow. propitious circumstances fell 
on the night of November 8th; and at half-past eleven, 
when the house was asleep, she knocked on Julia's door. 
She was admitted, |nd doubtless sat o& the edge of 
Julia's bed telling some Sitory to explain her late visit. 
Then she drev^Jie gun from under her jlressing-gown 
and sho|^ Julia through the heart. Back in her owif bed- 
room, wth the lights bn, she stood before the large 
mirror of the dressing-table, and. holding the gun in her 
right hand? placed it against her left shoulder-blade 
at an oblique angle. The mirror and the lights were 
essential, for she could thus see exactly where to point 
the raujftle of the revolver. All thit. occupied the three- 
minute interval bct-*’ecn the shots. Then she pulled the 
trigger " 

'*But a girl shooting herself as a fakel" objected 
Heafti. *' If ain't natural." 

" But Ada wasn’t natural. Sergeant. None of the plot 
was natural. That was why I wiis so anxious to look up 
her family history. But as to shooting herself; that was 
quite logical when one considers her true character. And, 
as a matter of faf t, tliere was little or no danger attaching 
to it. The gun was on a Ifkir-trlgger, and no pressure was 
needed to discharge it. A slight flesh wound was the 
worst she had tc^fear. Moreover, history is full of cases 
of self-mi;ifilation where the object to be gain^ was 
far smaller than what Ada was after. Gross is full of 
them. ..." 

He bfck up Volume I of the "Handbuch fiir Unter- 
suchungsnehter " which lay oiFthe table beside him, and 
opened it at a marked page. 

".Listen to this, Sergeant. I’ll translate the passage 
roughly as 1 read: 'It is not uncommon to And peoples 
'who inflict wounds upon the]^elves; such are, l^ides 
persons pretending to be the* victims of assaults with 
.deadly weai)«is. thofs who try to extort damages or 
blackmailers. Thus it often happens that, after an in- 
signiiicaQt scuffle, one of the combatants ^ows wounds 
which he pretends to have received. It is characteristic 
of these voluntary mutilations that most frequently those 
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perfon|)L tkem do not quite complete the operation, 
and that they are for ibf most part people who manifest 
excessive piety, or lead a solitary life/* . . . And&irely, 
sergeant, you are familiar wi& the self-mutilation of 
solmers to escape service. The most common method 
used by them^ is to place their hand over the muzzle of 
the gun and blow their fingerseod.^ c 

Vance- closed the book. 

*'Jtnd 4on*tiorget that the girl was hopeless, desperate, 
and unhappy, with everything to win and notbin|; to lose. 

would probably have committed suicide if she had 
not worked out the plan of the murders. A superficial 
wound in the shoulder meant little to her in view of what 
she Vas to gain by it. And women have an almost 
infinite capacity for self-immolation. With ^Ada, it 
was part of her abnormal conditioni^ No, Sftrgeant; the 
self-shooting was perfectly^ consistent in the circum- 
stances. . . /* A 

*'But in the backl'* Heath looked dembfoufided. 

That's what gets me. Whoever heard ?*' 

"'Just a moment/' Vance took up Volume II of the 
"Handbuch" and opened it to a marked page. ** Gross, 
for instance, has heard of many such cases— in fact, 
they'i^e quite common on the Continent. And this 
record of them indubitab^ ga>^ Ada the idea for shoot- 
ing herself in the back. Here's a single paragraph culled 
from many pages of similar cases: * Thqt you should not 
be dec^iv^ by the seat of the wound is preyed by the 
following two cases. In the Vienna Prater a man killed 
himself in the presence of several people by shooting him- 
self in the back of the head with a revolver. Without 
the testimony of several* witnesses nobody would have 
accepted the theory of suicide. A soldfbr killed himself 
by a shot with his military rifle through the back,, 
•fbdog the rifle in a certain position and then lying down 
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over it. * Here agauA the position of the wpund seeni^ to 
exclude the theoi^ of suicide/ '*• • * 

“Wait a minuter* Heath Seaved himself forward 
and shook his cigar- at V&ce. “What about the gun? 
Sproot entered Ada’s room right after the shot was 
fired, and there wasn't no sign of a gun ! ’*• 

Vance, without anilwerjng, merely turped the pages of 
Gross’s “ Han(ft||ch *' to wnere another marker protruded, 
and began translating: 

“*£afly on^ morning the authorities were Informed 
that the corpse of a murdered man had been found. At 
the spot ^iglicated the body was discovered of a grain 
merchant, A. M., supposed to be a well-to-do man, face 
downward with a gunshot wound behind his ear. •The 
bullet, after passing through the brain, had lodged in the 
frontal bone above the left eye. The place where the 
corpse was^found was in the middle of a brieve over a 
deep stream. Just when th% inquiry was concluding and 
the aorpse was about to be removed for the posl-mortem, 
the investigating officer observed quite by chance that on 
the decayed wooden parapet of the bridge, almost opposite 
to the spot where the corpse lay, there was a small but 
perfectly fresh dent which appeared to have been caused 
by a violent blqw on the upper edge of the parapet of a 
liard and angular* object. He immediately suspected 
that the dent had some connection with the murder. 
Accordingly he determined to drag the bed of the stream 
below the brid^, when almost immediately there was 
picked ui^a strong cord about fourteen feet lon^ with a 
large stone at one end and at {he other a discharged pistol, 
the baxrel of which fitted exactly the bullet extracted 
from the head of A. M. llie q^se was thus evidently one 
of suicide. A.i^l. had hung the stone over the parapet 
of the bridge and discharged the pistol behind his ear. 
The moment he fired he let go the pistol, which the weigh^ 

* **DtM man dcL dutch dea Sits der Wunde niemals tAudien l i w en datf, 
•bewdsn Ewd INUle. Im Wieoer Prater batte deb eui Manu in Gaomart 
mehretar Personae getAtet, iadam er sich mit eiuem BgvcAytt in den 
kppf sebofiB. Wawn nlcbt Wt Aussagen dcr Zeugen voigalegeii, bA^ woU 
kaum jamand an efnen Selbstmord geg^aubt. Sin Soldat totata aidi duroh 
ainan In dan ROakaa gdunden Schuss aua dnem MilitArgewahr. ndtar daa ar 
nach entaribebender Fiajening sdeh gelegt batta; aucb bier ware ana Sga 
dcr Wi^ wohl baum aiif Salbatmord gatchknaen woidaa.'' II, 

P* *43. 
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jof tih.e stone dragged over theparapetShJo the water *♦. . . , 
Does that afiswer your question, Serge^t ? " 

Heath stared at him with raping eyes. ^ 

'*You mean her gun went outa the window the same 
like that guy's gun went over the bridge ? " 

"There caii. be no doubt about it. There v/as no 
other place for^the gun to go^ The window, I leame^ 
from Sproot, was open a foot, and stood before 
' the v^ingow <t/hen she shot herself. Returning from 
, Julia's room she attached a co'^d to the revolver with 
a weight of some kind on the other end, and hung the 
weight out of the window. When her han^ released 
the weapon it was simply drawn over the sill and dis- 
appcTared in the drift of soft snow on the balcony steps. 
And there is where the importance of the weather came 
in. Ada's plan needed an unusuaj^ amount of snow; 
and the night of November 8th was ideal f& her grisly 
purpose.'^ ' 

"My God, Vance!" Markham's tone v/as strained 
and unnatural. "This thing begins to sound more like 
a fantastic nightmare than a reality." 

"Not only was it a reality, Markham," said Vance 
gravely, "but it was an actual duplication of reality. 


* **£s wurde zeitlich morgens dem UR. die Meldui^,,- von dcr Auffindong^ 
does *£mioxdeten’ ueberbraebt. Aa Ort md Stclfe fand sicb der Ldchnam* 
dnes f(u wohlbabend geltenden Getreidebanolers M., nuf dem Gesichte liegend 
mit dner Sebusswunde binter dem reebten Obre. Die Kugel war ueber dem 
linben Auge in Stinknoeben sleeken geblieben, nachdem sie das Gebim duretb- 
drungen batte. Die Fundstelle der Ldche bef and aich wtwa in der Mitte einer 
weber einen ciemlicb tiefeu Fluss fUhrenden Briicke. Am ScJilusse der Lokal- 
efbebungeb und als die Leiche ebeii zur Obduktion fortgebraebt-Verden sdllte, 
fid es dem UR. zuf&lUg auf dass das (bblxenie und wettergraue) BrUckenge* 
lander an der Stelle, wo auf dem Baden der Ldchnam lag, eioe kleine 
sichtlich ganz frisebe Bescb&digung aufwies, so als ob man dort ^un oberen 
Rande) mit euiem harten, kantigen KOrper beftig angestossen ware. Der 
Gedanxe, dass dieser Umstand mit (dem Morde in Zusamuumhang stehe, war 
nicht gut von der Hand zu weisen. Bin Kalin war bs^d zur Stelle und am 
&<ickenjoche befestige; nun wurde vom Kahne aus (untcr der fraglichen Stelle) 
der Flussgrund mit Recben an langen Stielen soi^altig abgesucht. Nach 
knxzer Arbeit kam wirklich etwas Seltsames zutage: eine etwa 4 m lange staike 
dSefanur, an deven dnem Ende ein grosser Fddstein, an deren anderem Ende 
dne abgeschossene Pistole befestigt war, in deren Lauf die spater aus dem 
Kopfe dee M. genommene Kugel genau passte. Nun war die Sache klaier 
Selbstmord; der Mann batte sicb mit der aufgdundenen VolMchtung auf die« 
Briicke bc^beo, den Stein ueber das Brackengdander gebdiut und sicb die 
Kugd fainter dem reebten Obre ins Him gejagt.^Als er gemmen war, liess er 
die Pistole infolge des duich den Stein oewirkten Zuges ana und dieae wwde 
von dem sebweren Stdne an der Sebaur ueber das Geunder und in das Wastaar 


gezogen. Hiotd batte die Pistole, als sie das Gelfiiider passiertS, beftig an 
dieses angeachlagen und die betieffeode Verletzung eizeugt."— /Md.* 11, pp. 
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It had all been ^ohe before and duly reqprded in Gtossip 
treatise, with names, dates an(L details.” 

”fl[ell! No wonder we^uldn’t find the gun.” Heath 
spoke with awed disgust. ”And what about the foot- 
prints, Mr. Vance? I suppose she faked 'em all.” 

“Yes, Sergeant — with Gross’s minute instructions 
^nd the footprint ffirgesies of many fiimous criminals 
to guide her, s#»^aked them. As soon as it had stopped 
snowing that^night she slipped downst^s, put»on a* 
pair oft3hester's discarded goloshes, and walked to the 
front gate and back. Then she hid the goloshes in the 
library.”, • 

Vance turned once more to Gross’s manual. 

” There's everything liere that one could poSsibly 
want ta know about the making and detection of foot- 
prints, an^ — what is more to the point — about the 
manufacturing of footprints in shoes too largQ for one’s 
feet. Let me translate a short passage : * The criminal 
map intend to cast suspicion upon another person, 
especially if he foresees that suspicion may fall upon 
himself. In this case he produces clear footprints which, 
so to speak, leap to the eyes, by wearing shoes which 
differ essentially from his own. One may often in this 
.way, has heen proved hy numerous experiments, 
produce footprints whi<jh deceive perfectly.’*. . . And 
here at the end of the paragraph, Gross refers specifically 
to goloshesf — fact which very likely gave Ada her 
inspiration to use Chester's overshoes. She was 
shrewd Aough to profit by the suggestions *in this 
passage.” • 

”An# she was shrewd enough to hoodwink all of us 
when we questioned her,” convnented Markham bitterly. 

"True. BulP that was because she had a folie de 
grandeur, and lived the story. Moreover, it was all 
be^iied on fact; its details were grounded in reality^ 

* Die Absicht kaun dahin gehen, den Verdacht von sich auf jemai^ andetea 
Jtii walsen, wasgiatnenUich &nu Sinn hat, wenn dcr Tatar sdion im voraua 
*aiuu^men durfte, dasa sich der Vexdacbt auf ihn Icnkcn werde. In dieMna 
FaUe erxetigt er rfet auffall^ide, deutlicbe Spuren and ayrar mit angen^genm 
ScbiAeii, die von den seinigen sich 'wcseutlich unterscheidea. Man kann, wie 
angeatdlte Versuebe beweisen, in dieser Weise lecbt gute Spuien eneugen.'* — 
/6td:, II, p^7. 

t '*Ueber Guminiuebeisdnihe und Galoschcn s. Loock; Clwin. n. Phot, bei 
Kcibi. Fondiongea: Dilsseldorf, II p. 56.”— /ftid., 11, p. 668. 
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^vtat the sonnd she said sh^hpaird hi lAr lOom 

was an imaginative projection of the^ actual ^ufiBiing 
sound she made when^she walked in Chester's *buge 
goloshes. Also, her own shuffling, no doubt, suggest^, 
to her how Mrs. Greene’s footsteps would have sounded 
had the old lady regained the use of her legs. And I 
imagine it was Apia’s original Purpose to cast a certaij 
amount .of suspicion on Mrs. Greeng».from the very 
' beginAing. Bct Sibella's attitude during that first inter- 
view caused her to change her tactics.^ As t see it, 
Sibella was suspicious of little sister, and talked the 
situation over with Chester, who may also'ha#^^ had mis- 
givings about Ada. You remember his sub~rosa chat 
with^ibella when he went to summon her to the drawing- 
room. He was probably informing her that he hadn't 
3 ret made an accusation against Ad%^ and was advising 
her to easy until there was some sp&ific proof. 
Sibella evidently agreed, anb refrained from any direct 
charge until Ada, in telling her grotesque faii^-tale about 
the intruder, rather implied it was a woman's hand that 
had touched her in the dark. That was too much for 
Sibella, who thought Ada was referring to her; and 
burst forth with her accusation, despite its seeming 
absurdity. The amazing thing about «it was that it 
happened to be the truth. She named the murderer* 
and stated a large part of the motive before any of us re- 
motely guessed the truth, even though she did back down 
and change her mind when the incons&tency of it was 
pointed out to her. And she really did s6b Ada in 
Chester's room looking for^he revolver." 

Markham nodded. 

"It's astonishing. 'But after the accusation, when 
Ada knew that Sibella suspected her, «irhy didn't she 
kiU Sibella next?" 

f "She was too canny. It would have tended to give 
weight to Sibella's accusations. Ob, Ada played her 
hand perfectly." 

"Go on with the story, sir," umed He^h, intolerant 
of these side issues. 

"Very well. Sergeant." Vance shifted more com- 
fortably into his chair. "But first we must fevert to 
the weather; for the weather ran like a sinister 
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through all tluj^ ^followed. The secomdg^ht lfte» 
Jalia’s death it was quite warm, g^d the snow had mdted 
consiaerably. That was^the night chosen by Adbs to 
retrieve the gun. A wound like hers rarely keeps one 
in bed over forty-eight hours; and Ada was well enough 
on Wednesday night to slip into a coaf, step out on 
^e balcony, and wSlkalown the few*steps to where 
the gun lay Ifl&Cten. She merely brought it hack and 
took it^to be<J with her — ^the last place ^anyoge Would 
have thought to look fdr it. Then she wait^ patiently 
for the snow to fall again — ^which it did the next night, 
stopping.* aS you may remember, about eleven o'clock. 
The stage was set. . The second act of the traged^^was 
about to begin. . . • 

*'AcUProse quietly, put on her coat, and went down 
to the lib^ry. Getting into the goloshes, she again 
walked to the front gate ^nd back. Then ^e went 
directly upstairs so that her tracks would show on the 
marMe steps, and hid the goloshes temporarily in the 
linen-closet. That was the shuffling sound and the 
closing door that Rex heard a few minutes before 
Chester was shot. Ada. you recall, told us afterwards 
had heard nothing; but when we repeated Rex’s 
.story to her sl!Se became frightened and conveniently 
remembered having he&rd a door close. My word! 
Tl^t was a ticklish moment for her. But she certainly 
carried it off \|^11. And 1 can now understand her 
obvious n^ef when we showed her the pattenuof the 
footprints md let her think we believed the murderer 
came from outside. • . . Well, after she had removed 
the goldlhes and put them in the linen-closet, she took 
off her coat, donned a dresaing-gown, and wept to 
Chester's rocmV-probably open^ the door without 
knqcking, and went in with a friendly greeting. 1 
picture her as sitting on the arm of Chester’s chair, on 
the edge of the desk, and then, in the midst of some 
^vial remark, drawing the revolver, placing it against 
his breast, aigl the trigger before he had time to 

recover from his honmed astonishment. He moved in* 
stinctiv^y, though, just as the weapon exploded—* 
which would account lor the diagonaJ course of the 
bullet Then Ada returned quickly to her own xooqk 
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<^d*got ini^ Yed, Thus was anotnef cnapter wnrten 
in the Greene tragedy.*^ 

^ *"Did it strike you as strange/' asked Mar&ham« 
“that Von Blon was not at his of&ce during the com- 
mission of either of the crimes?" 

“At first— ^es. But, after all. there was nothing 
unusual in the* fact that a iloctor should have bee# 

^ out at that time of night." 

“IC*s ^asy enough to se<i how Ada gpt rid of Julia 
and Chester," grumbled Heath; “But what s\ops me 
is how she murdered Rex." 

“Really, y'know, Sergeant," returned Vhnee, "that 
tricl^of hers shouldn't cause you any peqjlexity. I'll 
never forgive myself for not having guessed it long 
ago— -Ada certainly gave us enough clues to ^<ork on. 
But, before I describe it to you, let^cne recall a certain 
architect^xal detail of the (ieene mansion. There is a 
Tudor fireplace, with carved wcxKieri panels, in Ada's 
room, and another fireplace — ^a duplicate* of Adk's — 
in Rex's room; and these two fireplaces are back to 
back on the same wall. The Greene house, as you know, 
is very old, and at some time in the past — perhaps when 
the fireplaces were built — an aperture w^as made between 
the two rooms, running from one of Ihtf panels in Ada's, 
mantel to the correspon*^ing Tpanel in Rex’s mantel. 
This miniature tunnel is about six inches square — ^the 
exact size of the panels — and a little oxer two feet long, 
or the depth of the two mantels and the w^£^. It was 
originally used, 1 imagine, for private communication 
between the two rooms. But that point is immaterial. 
The fact remains that such a shaft exists — I vSrified it 
to-night on my way do^n-town from the hospital. I 
might also add that the panel at either end of the shaft 
is on a q>ring hinge, so that when it is opened and reles^sed 
€it closes automatically, snapping back into place with- 
out giving any indication that it is anything more than a 
solid part of the woodwork " u , 

“I get you!" exclaimed Heathy with tke excitement . 
of satisfaction. “Rex was shot by the old man-killing 
safe idea: the burglar opens the safe door ait^i gets a 
bullet in his head from a stationary gun." 

“Exactly. And the same device has been used in 
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scores ol murdersA In the early days out Wett an en^Sny 
would ^o to a rancher’s cabin chiring the tenant's ab- 
sence, hang a shot-gun fron»the ceiling over the door, and 
ti^ one end of a string to the trigger and the other end 
to the latch. WTien the rancher returned— perhaps days 
^ later — his brains wouj^ be blown out as lie entered his 
dibin: and the murderer \sfftuld, at the timl;, be in another 
part of the countf^.** 

^'Suret” Thoi sergeant's eyes sparkled. ** 1 Here •was 
a shooting like ilvit in Atlanta two years ago — Boscomb 
•was the name of the murdered man. And in Richmond. 
Va. 

"There have been many instances of it, Serge^t. 
Gross quotes two famous Austrian ccises, and also has 
something to say about this method in general." 

Again he f»pcned the "Handbuch." 

"On page 943 Gross remarks: ‘The latest American 
safety devices have nothing to do with the safe itself, 
and c 2 h in fact be used with any receptacle. They act 
through chemicals or automatic firing devices, and their 
object is to make the presence of a human being who 
illegally opens the safe impossible on physical grounds. 
The judicial question would havt‘ to be decided whether 
one is legally entitled to^kill a burglar without further 
ado or damage his health. However, a burglar in Berlin 
in 1902 was shot through the forehead by a self -shooter 
attached to a safe in an exporting house. This style of 
self-shooter 4 ias also been used by murderers. A mechanic 
G. Z», attached a pistol in a china-closct, fastening the 
trigger t% the catch, and thus sliot his wife when he 
himself was in another ci^'. R. C., a merchant of Buda- 
pest, secured a r#;volver in a h*umidor belonging to his 
brother, which, when the lid was opened, fired and sent 
a bullet into his brother’s abdomen. The explosion 
jerked the box from the tabic, and thus exposed the 
mechanism before the merchant had a chance to remove 

ifr/* . . . Iifboth these latter cases Gross gives a detailed 

• "Die neuestea amerikanischen scuuttvomcniungcn uauw ««!. «« 

Kaase seibst oicbta zvl tun und kOnnen eigentUch am BehSltiiisse aaje- 
teacht werdan. Sie besteben aus chemiseben Schutzmitteln oder Sd^- 
achUasen, und woUen die Anwcscuhdt dnes Menschen. dex cot Schrank unbe- 
fugt geMfnet hat, aus sanitareo odrr sonst physischen GrUnden 
meebea. Auch die juriatischo Scitc der Ftagc ist zu erwAsen, da man dea 
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de&riptioi%o^the mechanisms employed. And it will 
interest you, Sergeantir-in view of w^t I am aljout to 
tell you — ^to know that the aevolver in the china-closet 
was held in place by a Stiefelknecht, or bootjack.'* 

He closed the volume, but held it in his lap. 

"There, unquestionably, is wljere Ada got the sug- 
gestion for Resc's murder. &d Re:: had probal#/ ‘ 
discovered tlje hidden passage-way bift^een their rooms 
yea/s ago. I imagine that as children — |hey wfre about 
the same age. don't y* know— they used it as a secret 
means of correspondence. This would account for the., 
name by which they both knew it — our private mail- 
bony* And. given this knowledge between Ada and Rex, 
the method of the murder Hornes perfectly clear. 
To-night I found an old-fashioned bootjack \u Ada's 
clothes-closet — ^probably taken frem Tobias's library. 
Its width, over-all, was just^six inches, and it was a little 
less than two feet long — it fitteckperfectly into the com- 
municating cupboard. Ada, following Gross's diSgraju, 
pressed the handle of the gun tightly between the tapering 
claws of the bootjack, which would have held it ^ike a 
vice; then tied a string to the trigger, and attached 
the other end to the inside of Rex's panel, so that when 
the panel was opened wi^e the revolv€ii% t^ing on a hair 
trigger, would discharge straight along the shaft and 
inevitably kill anyone looking into the opening. When 
Rex fell with a bullet in his forehead «the panel flapped 
back into place on its spring hinge; and a gecond later 
there was no visible evidence whatever pointing to the 
origin of the shot. And hhre we also have the explana- 
tion for Rex's calm expression of unawareness. When 
Ada returned with us*' from the D^trict Attorney's 
office, she went directly to her room, removed the gun 

EinteeclMr doch nicht oboe iraitam tSteii Oder an der GeMHuUieit ichMisan 
darf. Nichtsdeatowenigcr wnrde in Jalize 1902 ein Einbrucha: in BeiUn dira 
einea Mlcbea Sdbetschins in die Stiroe fetoetet, der an die PansertiMce einer 
Xaaee befesti^ war. Decarte Selbetachuesse wuideo auck^ an Mozden 
wendet; der Mechaniker G. Z. stellte einen Revolver in eioer Kiedenz aff, 
verband den Dniecker nit der Tuere doreh einS' Scbnur uSd encboas auf dieao 
Art seine Frau, wadttend er tatsaecblicb von seinem Womorte abweeeod war. 
R. C. ein Badajpeater Kaubnann befestigte in einem, seinem Bruder eehoerigen 
CIgazzenkaaten. eine Patole^ die beim Owtnen dee Dedcels aeinen Cruder durdi 
einen Unter leibsaclraia toetlieh vecletate, Der Ruep.kar.Mag waif die Klita 
von ttuem Standort. sodaaa der Moerdenueebaniamos xu Tage Hat, ahe R. C. 
denaelbea bei Seite acbaffen koonte.** — Ibid,t 11 , p. 943. 
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and tho bootjac^, hid them in her clcfei^ and cAme* 
down^to the drawing-room to report the f<m-tracks on 
her caxpet-— foot-tracks sho herself had made before 
laying the house. It was just before she came down- 
stairs, by the way, that she stole the morphine and 
strychnine from Von Blon's-case.” • 

^**But, my God, said Markham. Suppose 

her mecbaniszAJRSl failed to work. She wquld have been 
in for it^then.*^ 

"I hardly think so. ‘If, by any remote chance, the 
trap had not operated or Rex had recovered, she could 
easily have* put the blame on somedne else. She had 
merely to say she had secreted the diagram in the chute 
and that this other person had prepared the trap latS: on. 
There Wbuld have been no proof of her having set the gun.'* 

"What about that diagram, sir?** asked Heath. 

For answer Vance agaii^ook up the secoq^ volume 
of Gross and, opening it, extended it towards us. On the 
rightShand page were a number of curious line-drawings. 

"There are the three stones, and the parrot, and 
the heart, and even your arrow. Sergeant. They're 
all criminal graphic symbols; and Ada simply utilized 
them in her description. The story of her finding the 
paper in the hall was a pure ^fabrication, but she knew 
it would pique our curidsity. The truth is, I suspected 
the paper of being faked by someone, for it evidently 
contained the signs of sever^ types of criminal, and the 
symbols wgre meaninglessly jumbled. 1 rather imagined 
it )yas a false clue deliberately placed in the hall for us 
to find-js-like the footprints; but 1 certainly didn't 
suspect Ada of having made up the tale. Now, however, 
as 1 look backet the episodd it strikes me as deuced 
queer that she shoi^dn't have brought so apparently 
significant a paper to the office. Her failure to do so 
was' neither logical nor reasonable; and I ought to have^ 
been suspicious . But — my word ! — what was one illo^cal 
item more w less in such a milange'ot inconsistencies? 
'As it happened, her ^ecoy worked beautifully, and gave 
her the opportunity to t^ephone Rex to look into the 
chute. But it didn't really matter. If the scheme had 
fallen through that morning, it would have been success- 
ful later on. Ada was highly persevering/' 
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**You th^k^en/* put in Markhan^ "that Rex really 
heard tlse shot in AdaV« room that first night, and con- 
fided in her?" 

"Undoubtedly. That part of her story was t^pe 
, enough. I'm inclined to think that Rex heard the shot 
and had a viguc idea Mrs. Greene had fired it. Being 
rather close to kis mother temjforame nta^y , he said notikr 
ing. I.a^er he voiced his suspicions to and that con- 
fession gave ner the idea for killing him-|i-or, rather, for 
perfecting the technique she had already decided on; for 
Rex would have been shot through the [^cret cupboard in. 
any event. But Ada now saw a way of estabhshing a per- 
fect alibi for the occasion; although even her idea of 
being actually with the police when the shot was fired was 
not original. In Gross's chapter on alibis there^is much 
suggestive material along that line.w* 

Heath,j>ucked his teeth r^finderingly. 

"I'm glad I don't run across «many of her kind,” he 
remarked. • 

"She was her father's daughter,” said Vance. "But 
too much credit should not be given to her, Sergeant. 
She had a printed and diagrammed guide for everything. 
There was little for her to do but follow instructions and 
keep her head. And as for Rex's mudler, don't forget 
that, although she was actuallj^ in Mr. Markham's office 
at the time of the shooting, she personally engineered the 
entire coup. Think back. She refused toilet either you or 
Mr. Markham come to the house, and insisted upon 
visiting the office. Once there, she told her story ^d 
suggested that Rex be summoned immediately. ^She even 
went so far as to plead with us to call him by 'phone. 
Then, when we had coniplicd, she quickly informed us 
of the mysterious diagram, and offered to tell Rex exactly 
where she had hidden it, so he could bring it with him. 
And we sat there calmly, listening to her send Rex to 
his death! Her actions at the Stock Exchange should 
have given me a hint; but 1 confess 1 was^pa^cularly 
blind that morning. She was in a (jtate oftfliigh nervous 
excitement; and when she broke down and sobbed on 
Mr. Markham's desk after he had told her of Re»'s death, 
her tears were quite real — only, they were not for Rex; 
they were the reaction from that hour of terrific tension,” 
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begin to understand why no one up^ails l^eard the 
shot/hsaid Markham. “The re'^^lver dctonatii^ in the 
wall as it were, would hflve been almost completely 
nntfSed. But why should Sproot have heard it so dis- 
tinctly downstairs ? “ 

^**You remember tljEre^,yras a fireplace in the living- 
robm directly hfti^th Ada's — Chester once told us it was 
rarely lighted because it vrouldn't draw properly-— and 
Sproot \^s in Ifte butler'^; pantry just beyond. Tfte sound 
of the report went downward through the flue and, as a 
Result, wag heard plainly on the loweiifloor.“ 

“You said a minute ago, Mr. Vance," argued Heath, 
“that Rex maybe suspected the old lady. They ^vhy 
should have accused Von Blon the v/ay he did that day 
he had a fit 

“The acAisation primarily^ I think, was a sort of 
instinctive effort to drive tUcidea of Mrs. GreAe's guilt 
from J^s owi2,miii4k again, as Von Blon explained, 

Rex was frightened arai^^you had questioned him, about 
the revolver, and wanted to divert suspicion from him- 
self." 

“Get on with the story of Ada's plot, Vance." This 
time it was Maijcham who was impatient. 

; “The rest seems ‘pretty obvious, don’t y' know. It 
was unquestionably Ada who was listening at the library 
door the afternoon we were there. She realized we had 
found the books^nd goloshes; and she had to think fast. 
So, when came out, she told us the dramatic jfam of 
having seen her mother w-alkijig, which was sheer moon- 
shine. She had run across those books on paralysis, d' 
ye sec, and they had suggest eej to her the possibility of 
focusing suspicion on Mrs. Greene — the chief object of 
her^te. It is probably true, as Von Blon said, that the 
twd^b^ks do not deal with actual hysterical paralysis, 
and somnambulism, but they no doubt contain references 
to these tynes of paralysis, I rather think Ada had in- 
i^nded all along to kill the old lady last and have it appear 
is the snicid^ of thdihnurdcrer. But the proposed ex- 
amination by Oppenheimer changed all that. She 
learned bf the examination when she heard Von Blon 
apprise Mrs. Greene of it on his moniing visit; and, 
having told us of that mythical midnight promenade, 
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' die cou|^n'€ dClay matters any longer. ^ The old lady had 
to die — before QppenhStmer arriv^. And half as hour 
later Ada took the morphing She feared to give Mrs. 
Greene the strychnine at once lest it appeal sus- 
picious. . . .V , 

"That's whcg^ those books^n ^xiisons come in, is^ 
it, Mr. Vance?'* interjected Heath. ««'AVhen Ada hSEa 
decijged to usi. poison on some of the family, she got all 
the dope she needed on the suh^'ect outa^the library.’* 

" Precisely. She herself took just enough morph&e to 
render her unconscious — probably about ^tyo graind* 
And to make sure she would get immediate assistance she 
devised the simple trick of having Sibella's dog appear to 
give the alarm. Incidentally, th^ trick cast suspicion on 
Sibella. After Ada had sw^lowe^^the morphine, she 
merely waited until she bf gan to feel drowsy, pulled the 
bell-cord!' caught the tasset In t^e dog's teeth, and lay 
back. She counterfeited a good ill'll he^ diners; but 
Drumm couldn't have detected^ ^r malingering even if he 
had been as great a doctor as he wanted us to believe; for 
the s3nnptoms for all doses of morphine taken by mouth 
are practically the same during the first half-hour. And, 
once she was on her feet, she had only^to watch for an 
Importunity of giving the strychnine 'to Mrs. Greene. . . •’*' 

"It all seems too cold-blo^ed to be real," murmured 
Markham. 

"And yet there has been any numfier of precedents 
for Aaa's actions. Do you recall the mas^murders of 
those three nurses, Madame Jegado, Frau Zwanzig'ger, 
and Vrouw Van der Linden ? /^d there was tlrs. Belle 
Gunness, the female Bluebeard; and Amelia Elizabeth 
Dyer, the Reading baby-farmer* anU Mrs. Pdarcey. 
Cold-blooded? Yes! But in ^&a*8 case there/. «Vac 
passion, too. I'm inclined to believe that it takes a 
particularly hot flame— a fire at white heat, in fact— to 
carry the human heart through such a ^thsemane. 
However that may be, Ada watched for her chance to 
poison Mrs. Greene, and found it &iat nignt. The nurse 
went to the third floor to prepare for bed between eleven 
and eleven-thirty; and during that half-hour Afla visited 
her mother's room. Whether she suggested the dtro- 
carbonate or Mrs. Greene ha:self asked for it^ we*ll never 



THB GREE:^ Mdkb^ CAS£'^ s8j) 

koow. Ftobably 4be fonner^ for Ada hacka^iVOTs gi^en 
it to ])er’ at xiight. When the aurse came doWstaiis 
again Ada was already bask in bed, apparently asleep, 
a^ Mrs. Greene was on the verge of her first — ^and, let 
us hope, her only — convulsion." 

** Doremuss's posUmortem ifiport musr nave given her a 
Klaific shock," comiiftniljd Markham. 

**lt did. It u]^t all her calculations. ^Imagine her 
feelings ighen informed her that Mrs. G^ne soulUn't 
have walked I backed out of the danger nicely, 

liiough. The detail of the Oriental shawl, however, 
nearly entdnf led her. But even that ^int she turned to 
tier own advantage by using it as a clue against Sibella." 

"How do you account for Mrs. Mannheim's actions 
during {bat interview?" asked Markham. "You re- 
Eoeml^r herisaying might have been she whom Ada 
saw in the hall." 

A cloud came^yg* ^^c^s ibce. 

"1 flKnk,'^e saKplii^, "that Frau Mannheim began 
to suspect her little AdaSat that point. She kneV the 
terrible history of the girl's father, and perhaps had 
lived in fear of some criminal outcropping in the child." 

There was a s^nce for several moments. Each of us 
was busy with his*own thcrnghtj. Then Vance continued ; 

"After lito. Greene's death, only Sibella stood between 
and her blazing goal; and it was Sibella herself who 
g;ave her the id€» Sx a supposedly safe way to commit 
the final m^der. Weeks ago, on a ride Van and i took 
sdU^the two girls and Von Blon, Sibella's venomous 
pique ledger to make a foolish remark about ru nnin g 
me's victim over a precipice in a machine; and it no 
doubt cappealed k> Ada's sense* of the fitness of things 
jluHy^bella should thus suggest the means of her own 
Skxwe. I wouldn't be at all surprised if Ada intend^, 
liter ‘hav ing killed her sister, to say that Sibella had tried 
x> murder her, but that she had suspected the other's 
purpose andP jumped from the car in time to save her- 
9^; and that*Sibella^ad miscalculated the car’s speed 
md been carried over the precipice. The fac:t that Von 
Blon andiVan and 1 had heard Sibella speculate on just 
mch a method of murder would have given weight to 
^da's story. And what a neat ending it would have 
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mSde— ^Silrsllfek, the murderer, dead; ilve case closed; Ada, 
the ixlS^iitor of the Sreene millions, free to do^as she 
chose! And— ’pon my sout Markham! — it came Very 
near succeeding." < 

Vance sig]ied, and reached for the decanter. After 
rehlling our glasses, he settfedj3a<^ and smoked mood^.^ 
"I Avonder'how long this'T:ernble plpt had been^ui 
preparation.^ We'll never know. MSybe years. There 
wa? ncr haste in Ada's preparations. Everything was 
worked out carefully; and sfie let circumstances — or, 
rather, opportunjty*— guide her. Once she had securell* 
the revolver, it was only a question ol waitirfg for a chance 
whgn She could make the footprints and be sure the gun 
would sink out of sight in the snow-drift on thg balcony 
steps. Yes, the most essential condition of her scheme 
was the snow. . . . Amazin'!" ^ 


There is little more to add to this record. The truth 
was not given out, and the case was “shelved." The 
following year Tobias’s will was upset by the Supreme 
Court in Equity — that is, the twen^-five-year domi- 
ciliary clause was abrogate^ in view of all that had 
happened at the house; and Sibella came into the enthe 
Greene fortune. How much Markham had to do wich 
the decis^n, through his influence witk. the Administra- 
tion j'jdge who rendered it, I don't know; ^d naturally 
I have never asked. But the old Greene mansion wa«, as 
you remember, tom down shortly afterwardf^ and the 
estate sold to a realty corporation. 

Mrs. Mannheim, broken-hearted os^er Ada's «death, 
claimed her inheritance — which Sibella genq^ 
doubled — and returned to Germany to seek what coh^St 
she might among the nieces and nephews with whom, 
according to Chester, she was constantly corresponding. 
Sproot went back to England. He told Vance befoxe 
departing that he had long planned a cottage retreat in 
Surrey where he could loaf and invite his soul. 1 picture 
him now, sitting in an ivied porch overlooking Kew 
Gardens, reading his beloved Martial. 

Doctor and Mrs. Von Blon. immediately after the 
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court's decision r^ating to the will^ sailed 4p%thl Riv^iera 
and SDezA a year’s belated honcyinoon there. Ittiey are 
now &ttled in Vienna, where the doctolf has become a 
at the University — ^his father’s Alma Mater. He 
is, 1 understand, making quite a name for himself in the 
field of neurology. 

^^ne domestic item ffia^e appended. Several jnonths 
ago a friend ortnWe, returning from Vienna, brought me 
the newj that ^ibclla had given birth to arson vid^eir. 
The fact, 1 admih stru<5c me as somewhat incongri^us. 
iU is difficult for me to picture Sibell^ in the r61e of mother. 
But, as onfc •£ our laaciing sociologists iScently assured u5, 
the modern girl harbours beneath her callous and h^hly 
sophisticated exterior an intense, ag^^-old matemansm. 
’’Injieecf," added this eminent sociologist, “the modern 
girls make tj|e b(»st mothers.” Let ns sincerely hope that 
Sibella will confirm hi$ ge^lppus optimism. 
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